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“WELL, THE NERVE OF SOME PEOPLE!” 

















Nujol 


for constipation 














keeps them fit. Why? Because most human illness is 
considered to be directly or indirectly caused by constipa- 
tion. Nujol relieves constipation. It may help you. Try it. 


[ie business man and the business woman say that Nujol 


It is absolutely harmless. 


At all Drug Stores 
STANDARD OIL CO. (NEW JERSEY) 
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As Tuey’re Heapin’ For Tuerir Boat 


The Man Who Stayed Behind 


By Owen B. WINTERS 


ne 
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Illustration by F. L. Firatan 


*VE did my bit in the Islands, — 
And I sweated through Cuba, too. 
I’ve lugged a Krag behind the flag, 
From Pekin to Honoloo. 








And now when the band plays Dixie, 

And the dough-boys are steppin’ by, 

Makin’ the trip to the old troop-ship, 
I’m a sour dough sort o’ guy. 


But I try to choke the lump down, 
That keeps risin’ in my throat, 


As I gulp out a cheer and a hearty 
“ Here, here!” 
As they’re headin’ for their boat. 


Oh, it’s hard to stand on a curbstone, 
When the boys are off to sea, 

But the medico won’t let me go, 
For my right’s off at the knee. 
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A Quaker MEeEeEtTING.—WAITING FOR THE Spirit TO Move Her. 
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The Truth About Giving a Dinner 


Though Hoover Hovers Over Us There Is Still An Occasional Food Fest 


By Doucias MALLocu 


Illustrated by G. B. SHEPHERD 


DINNER is a function that we hate to give 
to a lot of people who hate to Come. 

They come because they are afraid we 

might not like it if they Didn’t. 

We give it because we are afraid, if we 
didn’t, that they would think we were not holding up 
Our End. 

We also give it because it is supposed to Help Us 
Socially. 

They come for a similar reason. 

In the days of Ab, when people gave a dinner, the 
first thing they did was to go out and catch a roast. 

Now we buy the roast, and go out and catch the 
Guests. 

We used to try to catch a 
nice, fat deer. 

Now we try to land a Well- 
Known Person. 

A Bishop would be fine, 
but a poet will Do. 

If we intend to give a din- 
ner to twenty, the first thing 
we do is to send out invita- 
tions to Forty. 

When we shoot into a flock 
of Guests, we have to use 
birdshot. 

The first forty are generally 
people we Hardly Know at All. 

But whom we would like 
to know. 

Then we- sit down and 
await Results. 

They Come. 

The Results, not the 
Guests. 

The mail-box becomes very 





It is filled with vain Regrets. 

And a few Acceptances. 

But most of the invitees have a Previous Engagement. 

Others have Illness in the Family. 

The rest are going to be Out of Town. 

Some people will go to any extreme to avoid a 
Dinner—even to having Illness in the Family. 

Then, we call up the Second Line Troops. 

(That isn’t the simile we were using metaphormerly, 
but No Matter. 

This is Clever, so it doesn’t have to be Consistent.) 

We call up the Reserves. 

Having received seven Acceptances out of a Possible 
Forty, we are Real Encouraged. 

This time we send out 
only Twenty-six. 

Now we are not so Partic- 
ular. 

Or Ambitious. 

The Second Line Troops 
are not so shy. 

They are full of Reckless 
Daring. 

. The second Cast of the net 
(What in the World has be- 
come of that Metaphor?) nets 
ten more. 

That is Seventeen. 

The rest is, or are, Easy. 

We call up the class of 
1917—by ’phone. 

These are people on whom 
you can Depend. 

Either they do not Suspect, 
or they are not Sensitive. 

They are people who are 
used to playing the Social 


sad. A Bisnor Wou tp Be Fine, But a Poet Woutp Do Bench. 
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They consider it an Honor 
to Come. 

So, in some ways, it 
makes us feel good to have 
them Around. 

If they don’t make too 
much noise with the Soup. 

Then there are always the 
Young People. 

We always know one or 
two couples who will brave 
anything to Be Together. 

And, if the worst comes. to 
the worst, you can Let the 
Children Come Down. 

The Guests always Just 
Love to have the Children. 

At least they always Say 
so. 

At last the Company is 
complete. 

It is 
Strength. 

Of course there may be 
one or two Desertions at the 
last minute. 


right up to War 


They are generally among the Seven. 
Indeed we may go to bat with none of the Original 


Forty. 
But, anyway, That’s done. 


The next thing is, What shall we Have? 
Father suggests that we have some Food. 


But food is so Ordinary. 


Something dainty is so much more de bon ton. 


And cheaper. 


We decide to have some canapés, and consommé, 


and chicken bouchées. 
We'll omit the fish. 


Then, for the Substantial part, we shall serve cer- 
velles de veau, with artichokes. 


After that a squab. 

Then a créme de menthe 
would be nice. 

And we can finish off with 
some French pastry, and 
cheese and crackers, and a 
demi-tasse. 

Father says there’s one 
good thing—they won’t stay 
long. 

They'll want to _ hike 
Home and get something to 
Eat. 

Mother says it is so Sim- 
ple the girls can prepare it. 

It won’t be necessary to 
call in any Caterer. 

Those people charge 
Something Awful. 

But we can serve This 
ourselves with so little Ex- 
pense. 

Then, Father says, he’s 
for This. 

At last the fatal 
Arrives. 


hour 








The Colonel is trying to get back to the front, and 
Mrs. Laird to London. 


And the Guests. 

The Browns, and the 
Perry-Bells, and the Jones. 

Of course we had forgot- 
ten that it was in the Jones’ 
mine that the Perry-Bells 
lost their money. 

And that the 
Walton match is Off. 

But we recall it when the 
Waltons come in. 

Mrs. Laird arrives, full of 
a lovely lecture she heard this 
afternoon on the Kentucky 
feudists. 

Mrs. Laird is one of those 
persons who go to lectures 
and things and come away 
thinking they are Phono- 
graphs. 

Their Reproducer is al- 
ways at Work. 

So we get the Lecture, 
without it costing us a 
Cent. 


Brown- 


We agree that feuds are perfectly foolish. 


Meanwhile the Warrens and the Simsons, who have 
joined our Happy Throng, Glare at each Other. 


Like a couple of Calciums. 
Or a couple of Can’t See "Ems. 


So we Go In. 


Place-cards. 


had Drawn Lots. 


site as it is to sit Next. 
We sit down. 

















out they tell mother and the girls what 


As they pass 
a lovely time they've had. 


Eventually everybody is Here. 


Mother has been busy watching the Tide of Battle. 
And chasing out every few minutes to shift the 


She has about given it up as a Bad Job. 
But she has done so well you would think they 


And, anyway, it is about as Awkward to sit Oppo- 


All of us at the same time. 


The canapés come. 

Father makes a remark 
that is intended to be Funny. 

Everybody laughs. 

But Mother. 

Mother wishes Father 
wouldn’t Say Such Things. 

The laugh dies away like 
a laugh in a Tunnel. 

It rumbles away in the 
distance as cheerful as a 
hearse. 

Father decides to Shut 

The Consommé arrives. 

There is a Horrible Si- 
lence. 

And a Horrible Silence is 
nothing to serve with Soup. 

Someone asks if anyone 
has seen the new Cohan play. 

Mrs. Laird has, and some- 
one is sorry he spoke. 

So Father slips in a word 
about the war. 
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The Colonel has been waiting for someone to 
Mention the War. 

From this point on there is no more Horrible 
Silence. 

Mr. Jones thinks immediately of Sherman: 
for Jones is another one of those people 
who think Sherman said it. _ 

The Colonel generally sleeps until Cis 
someone mentions the War. - ») 

After that nobody gets any sleep. aaa 


Waterloo. 
He mentions the spa where 
Mrs. Laird was when the War 


Broke Out. Jy , 
After that it is go-it-hus- 4 
band-go-it-bear as far as We are "~ 
concerned. K jj 
And we are not concerned Much. \ /] 


The Colonel is trying to get 

Back to the Front, and Mrs. 

Laird to London, and Moth- 

er is wondering why the @—~.- 

coffee isn’t served. 

They all arrive at destina- 
tion at about the same time. 





But, aha! the Colonel meets his < ey | 
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Drawn by FtoreNce Scove.t SHINN 


Then Father springs the “Say, that sweater yer’re makin’ is too small to fit a soldier.” 


box of cigars Clara gave him 
for Christmas. 
He has kept them a long time, waiting for Help. 
The gentle sex retires to go over various people. 
The other sex doesn’t.talk about other people. 
No, the men talk about Themselves. 


“This aint fer no human, this here sweater is fer a war dog.” 


But, as they Pass Out, they tell Mother and the 
Girls what a lovely time they’ve had. 

They would tell Fatherthe same, but Father isn’t there. 

He is down at the Refrigerator, in Quest of Food. 


As soon as it is Decent, somebody makes a Break 


for Home. 
Then it just seems that Everybody has to go. 


Close Together 


Something Better 
“*How’s work on that new warehouse getting along?” 
“Pretty fair,” sparred 
the contractor. “I'll send 
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Drawn by BarksDALE RoGeErs 
Dorothy—Jack, where have you been assigned? 
Plattsburg graduate—To the 306th Field Artiller 





you a written report to- 
morrow.” 

“Never mind that. 
Send me a photograph.” 


Classified 

Wounded Tommy—And 
as I was being carried 
away in the ammunition 
wagon 

Visittor—Don’t you 
mean the ambulance? 

Tommy—No, sir; I was 
so full of bullets they put 
me in the ammunition 
wagon. 








Exit Excuse 

“One of our members 
lost his reason last 
night.” 

“How terrible! How 
did it happen?” 

“Why, he had one when 
he left the club, but he 
forgot it before he got 








y- 


Dorothy—Oh, splendid!—You’ll be near brother—he’s in the 307th. home.” 
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The Price of Patriotism 
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rawn by Guuvas WILLIAMs 
It is real German Frightfulness that impels Herr Bierwurst to play the Star-Spangled 
3anner when his neighbors are least prepared to rise. 














And Then Her Reluctance 
+a nga Wiad | Fi) aT Te - HAT’S Imogene peeved 
Mi | about now?” asked the 
cook in a rapid fire restaurant. 
“Looks like she’s flapping up in 
the tree tops the most of the 
time.” 
“Aw, a guy that she had 
: never laid eyes on before chucked 
— ye | mM SS) her under the chin,” replied a 
ni CF! Ij = NY \) WS re waitress. “Imogene is funny that 
" i) th WY <2 ih way, and she says that only about 
ten or a dozen of the regulars 
can put that over. A girl has 
got to be careful of her reputa- 
tion, she says, in a place like this.” 
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Open to Suspicion 

The visiting ally—Are your 
current magazines here generally 
loyal? 
- The patriot—Mostof’em. But 
I noticed in the cover design of the 
last number of “Ticklish Tales” 
Drawn by F. Henke the young fellow who was kiss- 

“The Government foresees a possible shortage in clothing. Now I’m somewhat ing the pretty girl wore citizen’s 

concerned whether Ethel and you, dear, can make a sacrifice.” clothes. 
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Close to the Soil 


By 'Tom P. Morcan 


His Masterly Effort 

” HE Hon. Solon Smugg delivered a ringing 
address at the op’ry house last night,” 
said old Riley Rezzidew. “In no uncertain 
tones he advocated or denounced —I couldn’t ex- 
actly make out which—the initiative and refer- 
endum, the recall of judicial decisions, good roads, 
the short ballot, militarism, prohibition, equal 
suffrage, single tax and the election of senators by 
popular vote; defied all foreign powers and 
potentates, condemned the predatory rich and 
showed whither we are inevitably drifting; point- 
ed with pride to himself and viewed the opposition 
candidates with alarm; declared that the Gur- 
rand Old Ful-lag should never trail in dust; drank 
six glassfuls of sparkling water; and in a voice 
trembling with emotion told us that he had never 
before been honored by a more intelligent audience 
and several other funny stories. Outside of that 

the Hon. never said a word.” 
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A Fair Proposition 
*““T* HIS little fellow should be operated on for 
adenoids,” said Dr. Hackaway. Thereat 

Bearcat, the four-year-old olive branch, uttered 
a terrible howl and fled toward the tall timber. 

“Listen at him, waking the dead at every 
jump!” exclaimed Mr. Gap Johnson, of Rumpus 
Ridge, Ark. “Well, if the little cuss feels that-a- 
way about it, let him go. And I reckon, Doc, 
you'd better take somebody of your size. S’pose 
you operate on Coonrod, there. He’s as big as _pygepn by ALEXANDER SASS 
a man, and if he ain’t got anything the matter , “gay! Did you ever cut hair before?” 
with him now, he prob’ly will have some time.” “No, but I’ve often trimmed my own hedge.” 

















Grunts 


By StricKLanp GILLILAN 


RUNTS is a much-used 
(5 language of which little 
has been written. 

We have a _ double-header 
grunt with the accent on the 
aspirated front grunt, which 
means negation. 

Take the same grunt com- 
bination, emphasize the ultimate 
grunt and turn it up a little at 
the end, and a clear assent is 
understood. 

Told something that surprises 
us, we vouchsafe one large, ath- 
letic grunt with the falling inflec- 
tion. While if we do not believe 
what we are told we aspirate a 
short, sneeroid grunt that says 
it all. ; 

When we don’t just under- 
stand, we give one grunt with 
a spiral twist. That means 
“Whassay?” 

If a thing tastes good, a long, 
mumbling grunt with a wave-like 
continuation and falling circum- 
flex tells the story of our emo- 
tions. 

One of the most sincere little 
grunts we have is the one we use 


when we are trying to lift something heavy. 
near relation in sincerity, though not so brief and 
snappy and swearful, to the 
one that accompanies a sud- 
den and unplanned sitting 
down on a slippery place. 


Drawn 


by Orson LOWELL 





























Drawh by LanG CAMPBELL 


Fipo’s Fisu Story 
It is a 


anything we gits. 





Live QUESTIONS 

If a man had eight children and each child asked twenty-seven questions per hour for nine hours each day, and thirty-nine questions per, 
for three hours every evening in the year, except for two weeks vacation, which he spent with them in the country, where there were even 
more things to inquire about—well, anyhow, is it so surprising that fathers go crazy? 





what we've been usen to in de good old similar days of 
plenty, but dess whatever yo’ has handy, and we'll 
make out wid it fine.” 





Dentists and barbers are ex- 
perts in grunt language. A fang- 
fixer has to be able to tell whether 
the owner of the recalcitrant 
bicuspid means yes or no by the 
grunt he gives when he asks 
“Hurting you?” The barber 
has to be infallible in interpreting 
the grunt of a man with lather 
all over his mouth, who is asked 
if the razor is pulling. 

Many a wife becomes almost 
equally expert in deciphering gut- 
tural emanations that emerge 
from a reluctant husband when 
asked if he likes the food she has 
prepared for him, or the new 
bonnet she has bought. 

Remove the g from grunt, and 
you have a dwarfed specimen of 
what should really be allowed a 
monopoly of the grunting busi- 
ness. 


The Proper Spirit 
By Tom P. Morcan 


“* AND, mo’over, Lawd,”’ sol- 

emnly said good old Parson 
Bagster, in the course of a 
recent Sabbath morning’s sup- 
plication, “bless us, not abun- 
dantly—uh—kaze we knows how 


times is, dese days—but wid what yo’ kin spare. We 
isn’t choicey nor pertickler, no mo’, but thankful for 


Dess send us, please, sah, not 





























Drawn by WatterR De Maris 


HE tailor is a person who 

makes garments for the 

human race at a price which 
is several dollars more than the 
human race likes to pay, and 
several dollars less than the tailor 
thinks he ought to get in order to 
be quite comfortable. The chief 
problem which confronts the 
tailor is that of making adequate 
replies to customers who are con- 
vinced that their coats do not 
fit properly between the shoulders 
and around the collar. One of 
the greatest handicaps of the 
tailoring business is the insist- 
ence of patrons on having their 
suits made in the shortest possible 
time, and their reluctance to 
pay for the suits while the tailor 





PAssING THE FRENCH CusTOoMsS 


“What have you to declare, Monsieur?” 


The Tailor: and His Problems 


By Kennetu L. Roperts 





Drawn by WiniFrep Jones 
O see the cheerful camel kid, 
With his manner light and airy; 
What cares he for the price of milk ? 
He’s got his drom-e-dary. 





is still alive. Since it is a 
well known fact that hope de- 
ferred maketh the heart sick, 
the average tailor is to be 
highly commended for keeping 
so comparatively light-hearted 
in spite of his frequently-de- 
ferred hopes in the matter 
of prompt payments. 


The Off Ox 

“But you will at least agree 
that the sun invariably rises in 
the east and sets in the west, 
and——”’ 

“Not at all!” interrupted J. 
Fuller Gloom. “I admit that 
such has been the case lately, 
but I do not know what it will 
be tomorrow.” 
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Drawn by Sanrorp Tousey 


“See Fritz,—dere it iss—chust as der Kaiser promised us! 








Losing an Apple 


By Avsert E. Hoyt 


RIGADIER GENERAL CHARLES H. 

SHERRILL, Adjutant General of the State of 

New York, says that Governor Whitman bet him 
an apple that he could not increase the numbers of the 
New York Guard from 4,000 to 16,000 at a given 
date. The Governor lost the apple, and was glad he 
lost it. 

This incident reminds one that from the day when 
Mother Eve gained that fateful fruit, there have been 
plenty of times when losing an apple might have 
changed the history of the world. 

It is fair to note, however, that Eve’s fruit was 
not the standard winter apple—it was a fall apple, and 
as Eve herself was a pippin, Adam would have fallen 
for her anyhow. 

If Helen of Troy had lost an apple—if William Tell 
had missed out on the pot-shot he took at the apple 
on his boy’s head—the sum total of human misery 
would have been reduced by countless flunks in Homer, 
and thousands of hopeless schoolboys would never 
have had to recite, on exhibition day, “Once Switzer- 
land was free.”’ After-dinner audiences would have 
been relieved—if the apple which Noah took into the 
ark had not been a pair—of the after-dinner orator’s 
favorite story about the boy to whose apple “there 
ain’t goin’ to be no core.” 

George Washington, so justly eulogized by Artemus 
Ward as “a man who never slopped over’’—George 
Washington selected not the apple tree but the cherry 
tree to refrain from destroying, and we see the result 


Rounding Up a Slacker today when millions of his countrymen, partly to 


By Jor Cont 


please Mr. Hoover and partly from other motives, 
also forego the chop. Finding that their patriotic 


OU’RE a slacker!” she cried, and her bright eyes renunciation does not lead them to the steak, they 
shone like the “eyes” of a plane at night; chew the cud of meditation. 


He recoiled at the charge, but 
stood his ground with never 
a sign of fright. 

He faced the foe as a brave man 
ought, tho’ he looked through 
a tear-brought mist; 

“Tam not!” he cried, “for you know 

I’ve tried a dozen times to 
enlist!” 


The enemy softened, and stood at 
ease, but renewed the charge 
once more, 

Tho’ she looked not at the raw 
recruit, but blushingly sought 
the floor; 

“T wasn’t thinking of war at all, my 
thoughts were of peace,” said 
she, 

So he shouldered arms in a riot of 
charms, and pushed on to 
victory. 

Wouldst Not 
“Why do people marry in June?” 
“It’s a wise custom. You 
wouldn’t start ’em off facing a coal 
problem, would you now?” 
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Drawn by ALBERT LEVERING 


“Grandpa, did you holler awful much when the dentist pulled your hair ali out?” 
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Drawn by Cart Hasta 
DISADVANTAGE OF THE PREV AILING 
Miuitrary STYLEs 
Wartrer—Sorry, ladies, but the law forbids us to serve 
intoxicating beverages to anyone in uniform. 


The Superiority of Cream Puffs Over 


Pie in Farce Comedy 
By T. F. MircuHey 

HE average movie goer knows that the farce 

comedy and the pie are more or less welded 

together. In fact it may be said without 
exaggeration that they are inseparable. And yet the 
pie, by reason of its shape and constitution, is not 
preeminently adapted for the réle of missile. Its 
flatness precludes the holding of the proper amount 
of material; to use a military term, its bursting 
charge is low. Further, it cannot be grasped properly. 
It must be poised delicately on the palm of the hand 
and thrown from that position with a consequent 
loss of accuracy and it betrays a tendency to turn 
over in flight, sometimes striking the recipient end on 
instead of broadside, a position which is a decided 
bar to the peculiarly spattering effect appealing to a 
cultivated American audience. 

The cream puff by its very nature is free from 
defects like these. Of course the present commercial 
cream puff in times of economic stress like these has 
shrunk to alarming proportions; but this does not 
preclude the making of special cream puffs for cine- 
matographic uses, say of the size of a bowling ball. 
Compared with the pie their capacity for gelatinous 
matter would be very much greater and their con- 
tents much more liquid. They could be thrown with 
unerring precision and when they struck the target, 
the bursting effect produced would be almost 
indescribable. 


The Friendly Game 
“What turned the poker party into a riot?” 
“Just after Grabbitt won a big jackpot Von 
Dachshund tried to open negotiations for the restor- 
ation of the status quo ante.” 


Nails 


By Kennetu L. Rosperts 

AILS are divided ito two great classes: finger-nails and 
wire nails. Finger-nails are used to keep the human 
finger from flapping around carelessly when it is being 
used to button on a collar or pick up a pin. Wire nails are used 
to keep a house from bending in the middle when the wind blows 
or when someone leans against it. The only person who questions 
the usefulness of nails is the woman who attempts to hit one 
with a hammer without any previous experience, and only suc- 
ceeds in pounding the wall and denting her fingers. Without 
finger-nails, the human race would have found it so painful te 
button vests, collars and other articles of clothing that it would 
probably still be wearing bearskins. Without wire nails, it 
would have found the erection of houses so difficult that it 
might still be living in trees or caves. Those who have trouble 
in meeting their bills for rent and clothing will at once realize 

how much they owe to nails. 



































Drawn by W. K. STARRETT 


Our Mopern GoLpEen RULE 














Red Tape and a Pair of Overalls 





“\'>D LIKE A pai “ALL RIGHT - LL Pe aaa ane 
OF OVERALLS, SIR.” MAKE YOU OUT A ANOTHER FORM OR Two To 
REQUISITION, ‘TAKE IT GO WITH YOUR REQUISITION, 


THEY WILL FACILITATE 

MATTERS AT 
BUREAU 
fog-c.” 


To BUREAU 5S TO 











“THESE VOUCHERS @_ “THESE DONT BELONG 
MUST BE STAMPED AT _ ‘ # WERE. TAKE EM TO | 
THE CLOTHING BUREAU, THE BOARD OF WEARABLES. 


fos 
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“WHERE ARE “THE 27 


Al. OF THESE FORMS OTHER FORMS “To GO WITH 






EXCEPT, NOUR. REQ YOUR REQUISITION ? 
ARE USELESS — TAKE /iT You MUST SEE 
TO OEPARTNENT 96-K." 2 SECRETARY 
nai I: : LL NO, 2722 
; <A \ wae ABOUT 
} 2 - “Al THIS.” 





“LEAVE YOUR PAPERS 
HERE. ‘YOu’Li BE 
NOTIFIED WHEN YOUR. 
OVERALLS COME FROM 

THE FACTORY. 


“TAKE THESE FORMS 
TO DIVISION 672-8 OF 
BUREAU %529.” 



















“THESE GO TO 
THE TEXTILES BOARD 
YO BE VISED.” 





“THESE PAPERS 
GO TO DIVISION 292, 
OF BOARD x-Y-2. 


"ALL O.K.— 
TAKE EM TO 
THE CLOTHING 4 
RELEASE 
DEPT,” 











Drawn by R. B. Futver 
An intimate peep into the great war machine 
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“Husu!” ApMonisHES A Dramatic Voice. “Here Sue Comes!” 


The Wedding of 


a Total Stranger 


A Question is Raised to which There is No Answer 


By Harry Irvinc SHumway 


Illustrated by OtiveR HEeRForD 


T IS one of the most beautiful and touching things to cry 
at the wedding of a total stranger. Weddings are always 
liberally sprinkled with tears but the most copious are 
shed by the eyes of those who came to see and.are con- 

quered. 

It is supposed to be a glad occasion. She has got him, and 
he has run his Lotharian race and returned home a winner. 
Her father can now take the money that she has cost per 
annum and put it into a twin-six. Her mother’s greatest wish is 
satisfied: her chief worry is over. So why should any one 
mourn? The big deal is consummated, the bells will ring and 
joy should reign. Yet,— 

The hour is at hand. Visiting potted-plants and transient- 
palms stand ostentatiously about,—alone calm. All eyes are 
turned towards a tottering arch composed of various botanical 
specimens culled from the field and welded together by the 
corner florist, who is supposed to be a friend of the family. The 
minister stands expectantly (how many times we have seen it in 
the movies). He is almost as calm as the plants and palms: 
perhaps because he is as used to it as they are. A mad female 
relative hastens from one room to another at the last minute, 
looking for something which she has concealed jn her left hand, 
but the possession of which is totally forgotten. A harp, a piano 
and a flute tune up for the long walk which has so few turnings. 
It is the crucial moment. Everybody’s feelings are as taut as 
the strings on the harp. Somewhere in the second rank of the 
left platoon among the neighbors and distant friends, a sob is 
heard. This is the self-starter that unloosens the tears. 

“Hush!” admonishes a dramatic voice. ‘‘ Here she comes!”’ 

It is she who comes. The groom is never mentioned. He 
bears the same relation to this drama as a scene shifter does in 
one on the stage. Nobody cries over him. 

“Oh! Isn’t she lovely,” from a dozen hushed, but none the 
less distinct voices. P 

This loveliness opens up the flood gates to the limit. The 
town criers take advantage of what Mr. Mendelssohn did for the 
Bureau of Marriages and cry on. Bless their hearts, they were 
married once themselves or had a friend who was; let them 
enjoy themselves. 

The cortége comes to an abrupt halt in front of the arch. By 
this time the appraising eyes know whether it is tulle or char- 


meuse the bride wears. The sobs are hastily snuffed into sniffs 
and a hush falls. We expectantly await an announcer with his 
megaphone to bark something after the fashion of, ‘‘ Batter up— 
Harvard ready, Yale ready? Gentlemen, take your corners.” 
However this is a different kind of sporting event and they go 
under the wire in silence. 

The minister proceeds on his fateful words. Sniffs are flying 
about as promiscuously as mosquitoes. Several of the weaker 
minds have given way entirely. Others try to conceal their 
emotions, but they show just the same as swallowing so many 
whole eggs. Wee handkerchiefs dab at rolling tears (“‘Oh, why 
didn’t I think to bring another one’’). 

The knot is given a final twist and another girl’s name is 
changed. The minister takes his reward or punishment as the 
case may be, if it is fair to call a girl a case. Those who flutter, 
flutter; those who sink, sink; those who weep, weep on; while 
other minds, deranged without a doubt, think up clever things 
to do to two people who have troubles enough. The musical 
trio takes up a livelier tune. Those who wish to, may remain 
and cry into the frozen pudding or chicken salad. Or they may 
cry on the front lawn during the weary wait for the two who 
must run the gauntlet. 

If you are not familiar with these strange things, you may 
make a mistake and try to sympathize with one who seems 
overcome by sorrow of the most poignant sort. 

“Madam,” you say. “Don’t take on so. She may be 
happy; some brides have been, you know.” 

She looks at you through reddened lids and your own grow 
moist. She is beyond speech, so you go on: 

‘“‘Was she—a near relative! A sister, perhaps?”’ 

“N-no.” 

‘Well, a cousin or dear friend?” 

There is no sign of its clearing up and you blunder on. 

‘*You must have known her well.” 

‘She was a total stranger to me. I came here with a friend 
of the family.” 

Then you go out on the front lawn among the tin cans, 
ribbons, rubber boots, cow-bells and other necessary wedding 
things, there to wonder. Don’t. There are many other things 
in life to occupy the wondering mind that have an answer. 
This one has none. 

















The Buy-Pro 


slim body erect and stood at alert attention. 
Into his piercing, gentle eyes flashed a Napoleon- 
crossing-the-Alps expression of dauntless bravery. 

A faint click and all was over. Dudley, the hand- 
some, relaxed his mustache and cane. 

“All right?” he queried languidly. 

“Magnificent!”’ politely enthused Snapper, the pho- 
tographer. “You did not blink an eyebrow. You are 
a natural-born sitter!” 

The lieutenant accepted the compliment. 

““How many more do we have to take?” he asked, 
veiling his enjoyment behind a perfumed cigarette. 

“T have used only twenty-seven different plates this 
morning,” counted Snapper. “There were six pictures 
of you in different sitting postures, both with and with- 
out gloves—two with sword in hand—three where you 
were reading a letter, a book and a magazine— Then 
there were those poses in which you were smiling, as 
well as others in which you were appropriately sad. 
Then I took two views on horseback, three in a biplane, 
four in a trench, and five in which you appeared to be 
fighting in the thick of the battle. The last ones 
showed characteristic attitudes.” 

“*T suppose that might do for this time,” ventured the 
handsome lieutenant. He tried to look as if he meant 
it. “Of course, I’ll have to have several dozen printed 
of all of the best poses. The family expect them, you 
know, not to mention the newspapers. I’ve had to 
promise pictures to at least twenty of the girls—and so 
many others have begged me fora print, don’t you know?” 

“I can understand,” said the photographer gently. 


‘Ts handsome lieutenant in khaki nobly drew his 
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ducts of War 


SPENSLEY 


For he was making war profits that would support him 
in luxury for years, all because he could take stunning 
military pictures. “Of course. But it is often cus- 
tomary for an officer to be photographed in a sweater 
or some other little article that has been made for him by 
friends. It is a delicate way to show his appreciation.” 

“What a splendid idea!’ admired Dudley. “I hap- 
pened to think of that myself, and I have a few jiggers 
packed away in my bag 7% 

Carefully he drew forth five sweaters, seven socks, 
eleven mufflers, a couple of helmets, and seventeen 
wristlets. 

“These are a few gifts that I really must acknowl- 
edge, as you say.” 

“That is good,” exulted the photographer, opening a 
new case of plates. “Of course you wished to have a 
separate picture for each gift?” 

“Certainly,” agreed the handsome lieutenant, be- 
ginning to draw on a helmet which covered his head all 
but his piercing, fascinating eyes. 

The afternoon passed quickly, so interested were the 
men in achieving picture perfection. Finally Dudley 
drew off the last wristlet with a sigh of sorrow. 

“You have done excellent work, I’m sure,” he praised. 
‘Will you send over the proofs in a day or two? Some 
of the girls are so anxious, you know—”’ 

“Of course,” suaved the photographer. 

Handsome Dudley turned to leave. 

“And I say,” he cried with happy inspiration. “I’m 
expecting to be made a captain in our home guard next 
week. If that pans out you'll have to work in an extra 
silver bar on each shoulder.” 
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Life’s Mysteries: 


SEE men selling useless junk, and, though said junk is 

phoney, they gather in the bone and plunk, enough to load a 

pony. There comes a st ranger most benign, who takes me for 
a booby, and sells to me a ruby mine, that never saw a ruby. 
The fakers come here to collect some plunder in our village, 
and when they leave, the town is wrecked by all their graft and 
pillage. The local merchants say that trade is dull as brindled 
blazes; and if one wheel a man has made, a loud hurrah he raises. 
We’re skimping, saving all the time, in every kind of weather; 
we husband every blessed dime that we can scrape together. And 
yet the fakers from abroad come drifting in, beshrew it, and 
touch us for our hard-earned wad—I wonder how they do it? 

I sit beneath my fig and vine, and watch the neighbors 
travel, in motor cars that gleam and shine as they kick up the 
gravel. I recognize that Johnsing gent, now that his car draws 
closer; it’s long since he had paid a cent to his lamenting grocer. 
There’s Binx, who failed some six months back—paid ten cents 
on the dollar; he’s driving his new Shadilack, which surely is 
some crawler. And there is William Henry Skate, who lets his 








“THERE CoMEs A STRANGER Most Benicn, WHo Takes ME For A Boosy” 


by Walt Mason 


bills go sliding; I much admire the Super-eight in which I see 
him riding. I see the neighbors push their boats before my 
homestead acre, while I am counting up the groats that I must 
pay the baker. A puzzle ’tis that jolts and jars, and wearily I 
chew it; they’re broke and yet they have their cars—I wonder 
how they do it? 

I see the farmers in the town draw riches for their barley, 
and yet they all look beaten down, and sore and sad and snarly. 
The farmer draws a quart of bones for one cheap gangling heifer; 
and yet he fills the air with groans, his sighs make quite a zephy r. 

All other men, when fortune smiles will skip and blithely amble, 
and in the air they’ll throw their tiles, and crack their heels and 
gambol. They do not try to look as though they’d lost a dozen 
parents, but say, ‘‘ We’ve struck a roll of dough—come, help us 
blow it, Clarence!’”’ The more things come the farmers’ way, 
the more you see them ailing; they sprinkle tears all 
o’er their hay, and scare the mules with wailing. They’ve 
marked a path through pain and grief, and sternly they pursue 
it; they always look inclined to beef—I wonder how they do it? 
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A Puzzler—A Frenchman, boasting in 
company that he had thoroughly mas- 
tered the English language, was asked to 
write the following from dictation: 

‘“As Hugh Hughes was hewing a yule- 
log from a yew-tree, a man dressed in 
clothes of a dark hue came up to Hugh 
and said, ‘Have you seen my ewes?’ ‘If 
you will wait until I hew this yew, I 
will go with you anywhere in Europe to 
look for your ewes,’ said Hugh.”— 
Tit-Bits. 


When All is Dry—‘‘ Well, the world 
seems to be going dry. Shall we take julep 
out of the dictionary?” 

“Leave it in for old-times’ sake,’”’ coun- 
seled the other lexicographer. ‘Just 
mark it obsolete.”—Kansas City Jour- 
nal. 


A Question—*There’s a funny mis- 
take in a story where the writer speaks of 
marriage as the martial instead of the 
marital relation.” 

“How do you know it was a mistake? 
The writer might have been married.” — 
Baltimore American. 


The Sailor Speller—In the harbor a 
“drifter” was having her name repainted, 
and near to her was a British war vessel, 
from the decks of which a number of in- 
terested tars watched intently while the 
letters, Psyche, were put on. 

When the name was completed, one of 
the tars called out disdainfully, “Ho, 
there! That’s not the way to spell ‘fish’ 
in the Navy!”—London Tit-Bits. 


Clever Girl—Mrs. Smith—They tell 
me one of the girls made a faux pas at 
the cooking-class lunch that everybody 
noticed. 

Mrs. Comeup (proudly)—I guess it was 
my daughter. She can make most any 
of them French things. — Baltimore 
Sun. 


Her French—* Does she really speak 
French as well as she pretends?” 

“All the testimony I have on the sub- 
ject is, I heard her the other day tell her 
husband to send the shuffer to the gar- 
ridge for the ottermobill.”—Baltimore 
American. 
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Embarrassé. 


Abbreviated beggar (seeing “Wipe your 
feet’’ sign)—That lets me out.—Le Péle-Méle 


(Paris). 
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DARKIES 








A Quick Holiday—An old Virginia 
negro had just received from the son of 
his old master in the North his annual 
gift of a bottle of Bourbon whicky. 
Leaving the express office, he slipped and 
dropped the package. 

The old man scratched his head and 
gazed ruefully at the precious liquid 
trickling across the pavement. 

“D’Law’! D’Law’!” hecried. “My 
Chris’mus is done come and’ gone.’’— 
Harper’s Magazine. 


In Cahoots 





“Tan amics, eh?” 


“Tan amics . . . com sempre!” 

The bohemian jacket and temperamental 
tie of the Socialist will generally be found in 
company with the tunic of the Militarist.— 
La Campana de Gracia (Barcelona). 
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Resourcefulness—A Chicago clergy- 
man gives this account of infant resource- 
fulness: 

His little daughter was feeling a bit 
under the weather one evening, and con- 
sequently was put to bed early. She had 
not been under the covers more than five 
minutes before she called out: 

“Mother, I want to see father.” 

“Go to sleep, dear,’ answered the 
mother. ‘Father can’t see you now.” 

In a few minutes she called once more: 

“Mother, I’ve got to see father.”’ 

“T can’t disturb your father now. He 
is very busy. Go to sleep.” 

There was silence for nearly five min- 
utes. Then these words floated down the 
stairs: 

‘Mother, I am a very sick woman, and 
I must see my pastor at once.’’—Every- 
body’s. 


She Prayed—Mother (to curate)— 
Do you really pray for your enemies? 

Ethel (overhearing)—I do, mummy. 

Curate—And what do you say in your 
prayer, my child? 

Ethel—I pray that they may be beaten. 
—Punch. 


The Curate Did His Best—The dif- 
ference not merely of degree, but of kind, 
which is supposed to separate the English 
rector from the inferior order of curates is 
amusingly exemplified in the following: 

Returning to his parish after his au- 
tumn holiday, a dignified country clergy- 
man, noticing a woman at her cottage 
door, with a baby in her arms, asked: 

“Has that baby been baptized?” 

“Well, sir,” replied the curtsying 
mother, “I shouldn’t like to say as much 
as that, but your young man came and 
did what he could.”—Chicago Herald. 


His Tithe—Mr-. J. J. Hissey in his new 
book, “‘The Road to the Inn,” tells the 
following story: A parson was quietly 
seated in his study when one of his male 
parishioners was shown in to him carrying 
a baby. “Parson,” he says, “as the law 
tells I must give you one-tenth of all I 
produce, here’s my tenth child,” and 
without another word the man placed the 
baby on the astonished parson’s knee and 
departed.—Argonaut. 
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Pity the Grocer—The grocer saw his 
best customer was a bit ruffled over some- 
thing, so strove to be extra obliging and 
pleasant. 

“T think,” he said blandly, “living’s 
getting cheaper. For instance, a year ago 
them eggs would have cost you five cents 
more.” 

“A year ago,” said the customer, 
“‘when these eggs were fresh they would 
have been worth more.”—Pitisburgh 
Chronicle Telegraph. 


Another Business Slump—WNeighbor 
~Got much money in your bank, 
Bobby? ' 
Bobby—Gee, no! The depositors have 
fallen off somethin’ fierce since sister got 
engaged.—Boston Transcript. 


Millionaire Chauffeurs—Although 
the banks of the Southland are bulging 
with cash they still are keen to increase 
their deposits. Near Charlotte is one of 
Uncle Sam’s great training grounds and a 
colonel at the camp has been in the habit 
of getting his checks cashed at one of the 
big banks there, always riding over in his 
car. Which on his last visit resulted in 
the following conversation between the 
officer and the cashier: 

Cashtier—Colonel, why don’t you open 
an account with us? We certainly would 
appreciate your business. 

Colonel—Why, my account would be of 
no use to you, I regret tosay. But if you 
can land that chauffeur of mine it will be 
worth while. Iam poor. He is worth two 
millions!—Financial Review. 


The Fatal Union 





Aleman—No olvides que me juraste fideli- 
dad! 

Austriaco—Fidelidad hasta la muerte!—pero 
con tal que ésta venga pronto. 

German—Don’t forget you swore fidelity to 
me! 

Austrian—Y es, till death—and that seems 
pretty near.—J/beria (Barcelona). 





FOOD 








Thought They Tasted Queer—IWVife 
(returned from overnight visit) Did you 
get yourself a good dinner last evening, 
dear? 

Hub—Yes, there was a bit of steak in 
the ice box and I cooked it with a few 
onions I found in the cellar. 

Wife—Onions? Jack, you’ve eaten 
my bulbs.—Boston Transcript. 


A Military Tragedy in Three Acts 
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Le déménagement d’un coffre-fort, ou le salut malencontreux. 
Present Arms, or The Fatal Formality.—Le Péle-Méle (Paris). 











JUST KIDS 





Johnny’s Prayer—The judge’s five- 
year-old son John had been naughty 
when his parents were having company 
and had been reproved. That night 
when his mother went up to hear John 
say his prayers she suggested that he ask 
God to teach his parents how to bring 
him up properly. John was quite peni- 
tent and prayed humbly: 

“Please, God, teach mother how to 
make me a good boy.”” He paused for a 
moment, then added thoughtfully: “And 
father, too, if you can do anything with 
him.” —Argonaut. 


His Good Luck — Country school 
teacher—Now, Johnny, can you name a 
cape in Alaska? 

Johnny (stumped)—No’m. 

Teacher—Nome; that’s right, Johnny. 
Now next boy name another.—Boston 
Transcript. 


Song of the Dutch ‘Free Liberals”’ 








“Op voor de Vrijheid, op!” 
“Up for Freedom! Up!”—Notenkraker 
(Amsterdam). 


Association of Ideas—Father, who 
was endeavoring to inculcate in ten-year- 
old Henry, a love for things historical, 
asked: 

“What ancient ruler was it who played 
on the fiddle while Rome was burning?” 

‘Hector, sir.”’ 

“No, not Hector. Hector was no 
ruler, but a Trojan prince. Try again.” 

“Then it was Duke.” 

“Duke? What do you mean, Henry?” 

“Well, then it must have been Nero. 
I know it was somebody with a dog’s 
name.”—Harper’s Magazine. 


Reason to Be Spry—/immy—Gee, 
your grandma is a spry old lady. 

Jennie—Well, hadn’t she ought to be? 
Her father lived to be a centaur and her 
mother was almost a centipede.—St?. 
Louis Republic. 


























To Avoid Slighting Anyone 





Vous ne pouvez me vendre 
qu’une bottine—pourquoi pas la paire?” 

“Oh! nous en avons encore si peu de ces 
chaussures nationales—faut bien tacher de 
contenter tout le monde.” 

“What! You won’t sell me but one boot 


“Comment! 


, 


of the pair?’ 

“Yes. You see, if we let each customer 
have two boots, there wouldn’t be enough to 
go around.” —Le Péle-Méle (Paris). 
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A Personal Reflection — “You've 
made a mistake in your paper,” said an 
indignant man, entering the editorial 


A Hostile Suggestion 
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QUE CHAQUE Citore 








“ Travailler? Nous sommes trahis; la ré- 
action triomphe!”’ 

Bolsheviki hero (noticing appeal which 
says: “Our soldiers at the front are without 
bread. Let each citizen do his duty and 
work”’’)—Work? Weare betrayed? The cap- 
italists have triumphed!—Le Rire (Paris). 


sanctum of a daily paper. “I was one of 
the competitors at that athletic match 
yesterday, and you have called me ‘the 
well-known light-weight champion.’” 

“Well, aren’t you?” inquired the edi- 
tor. 

“No, I’m nothing of the kind, and it’s 
confoundly awkward, because I’m an ice- 
dealer.” —Tit-Bits. 


Too Prosperous—‘“I see where a 
country editor died the other day.” 

“What’s remarkable about that? 
Country editors don’t live forever.” 

“Quite true, but the press dispatch 
states that this man was a conspicuous 
figure on the public square of his town 
because he always wore a silk hat and a 
frock coat.” 

“You can’t tell me he was a country 
editor and nothing more. That fellow 
must have owned stock in the village 
bank.” —Birmingham A ge-Herald. 


The Latest Kink in Germany 

















Ecco come sono costretti a fare i cani in 
Germania, non potendo stringersi la cintura 
dai pantaloni come fanno i loro padroni. 


In Germany the dogs, not being able to 
draw in their belts as their masters do, have 
resorted to this ingenious method of taking 
up the slack.—J/ gro (Florence). 


Unefficacious—We begin the publica- 
tion ov the Rocy Mountain Cyclone with 
some phew diphiculties in the way. The 
type phounder phrom whom we bought 
our outphit phor this printing-ophice 
phailed to supply us with any ephs or 
cays, and it will be phour or phive weex 
bephore we can get any. We have or- 
dered the missing letters, and will have to 
get along without them till they come. 
We don’t lique the loox ov this variety 
ov spelling any better than our readers; 
but mistaix will happen in the best ov 
regulated phamilies, and, iph the eph’s 
and c’s and x’s and q’s hold out, we shall 
ceep (sound the c hard) the Cyclone 
whirling aphter a phashion till the sorts 
arrive. It is no joque to us; it’s a serious 
aphair.—Denver Rocky Mountain Cy- 
clone. 


Shakespearian Studies in Kansas— 
Was it Hamlet or Macbeth who said: 
“This is the most unkindest cut of all,” 
when they printed his picture in the 
Denmark Times?—Hutchinson News. 


The food hoarder’s nightmare.—E£vening 
News (London). 








TRAVEL 





Who Was It?—‘“Behind the altar,” 
said the cathedral guide to a party of 
tourists, “lies Richard II. In the church- 
yard outside lies Mary Queen of Scots. 
And who”—halting above an unmarked 
flagging in the stone floor and addressing 
a tourist from London—‘“who do you 
think, sir, is a-lying ’ere on this spot?” 

“Well,” answered the Cockney, “I 
don’t know for sure, but I have my 
suspicions.’’—London Opinion. 


Militarism and Diplomacy 














SPREE 2 





““Komm, lieber freund; wir werden uns 
schon vertragen, wenn du immer tust, was ich 
will!” : 

Diplomat to soldier—Come, dear friend; 
we shall get along splendidly if you will al- 
ways do what I tell you!—Nebelspalter 
(Zurich). 












“And did yez get a bit o’ meat, Mrs. Ryan?” 
“Sure, Mrs. Murphy, but it was a divil of 





a foight 
black oye!” 


and now I’ve had to put it on me 
Passing Show (London). 
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Made Him Homesick—The heroism 
of France has made the French language 
popular. On this head there is a story 
illustrating the tact of M. Jusserand, the 
French ambassador. A senator at a 
luncheon said to M. Jusserand: 

“Take—er—eska voo voo-ly—I mean 
—er—passy-moi sill voo play—er——” 

M. Jusserand laid his hand on the sena- 
tor’s shoulder and in his excellent English 
said: 

“My dear sir, my very dear sir, do, 
please, stop speaking French. Your ac- 
cent is so Parisian that, positively, it 
makes me homesick.”—Argonaut. 


A Solicitous Mother—Beaver White 
of the War Trade Board said in an after- 
dinner speech: 

“The Russian idealists who talk of 
universal peace and disarmament at this 
stage of the war are courting destruction 
for their country. 

“Pacifism may have been all right 
once. Today it reminds me of the 
mother who wrote to the schoolmaster 
who wanted to teach his pupils how to 
swim: 

“* Please do not teach my boy swim- 
ming, as I do not wish him to be 
drowned.’ ”’—Washington Star. 


Maladroit—Lord Hardinge tells a 
gruesome and yet humorous story about 
an epitaph he once noticed in a cemetery 
in one of the hill stations in India. A 
British officer had been murdered there 


some years previously by his native 
servant, and the men of his company had 
subscribed for a memorial stone. On this 
they had caused to be recorded the man- 
ner in which the deceased had met his 
death, followed by the text, chosen under 
the circumstances with truly marvelous 
maladroitness: 

“Well done, thou good and faithful 
servant.”’—Tit-Bits. 
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Scientific Service—A prominent phy- 
sician tells the following story to prove 
that some people call for medical aid on 
the slightest provocation, and go away 
satisfied with the simplest advice: 

“Say, doc, I’ve got an awful pain in my 
neck.” 

“Ah, cold, I suppose.”’ 

“* Maybe.” 

“Sitting in a draught?” 

“No, I think I know 
Se @ 

“How?” 

“T usually smoke while I work, and 
there is a cuspidor on the floor directly 
in front of me.” 

“*T see.” 

“Well, day before yesterday the janitor 
put it back of me by mistake, and now I 
have to turn my head half way round 
every time I want to reach it.”’ 

“Ah! Hum! Let me see. I guess we 
can fix you up all right.” 

“How, doc?” 

“T’ll just give you a prescription with 
directions how to have the cuspidor 
moved back again.” —Youngstown Tele- 
gram. 
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Thus It Is 


Thus It Was 





Heavy Cross.—Novy Satirikon 


(Petrograd). 


Russia’s 
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Lenine’s Kind Offices 





“Votre Noblesse est-elle Satisfaite?” 


“Peuh! Non seulement tu n’as pu me pro- 
curer ni France, ni Angleterre, mais pas méme 
toutes les Russies!” 

**Is your Highness satisfied?” 

“Pooh! You've failed to procure me either 
France or England, and you haven’t even all 
the Russias.”—Le Rire (Paris). 
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What Tommy Wanted—tThe mails 
from home had been received by 4 cer- 
tain regiment. One Tommy received a 
large box addressed to himself, and with 
a triumphant yell he rushed off to his 
company’s lines and gathered them 
around him to share the contents of the 
box. 

‘Smokes, lad,” he cried, as he unfast- 
ened the wrapping. “From the old man, 
I know it, and there’s sure to be a bottle 
or two of Scotch.” 

He opened the box, gave one look and 
collapsed ina heap. “It’s from old Aunt 
Mary,” groaned the warrior. “‘ Bandages 
an’ ’intment, an’ embrocation, an’ 
splints, an’ a beok on ’ow to be your own 
surgin.”’—Chicago Herald. 


A Fair Pessimist—‘‘ Do you go in for 
aviation?” he asked the beauty of the 
high-class girls’ school. 

“No; not for aviation. One goes in for 
sea bathing, but for aviation, one goes 
up.” —Tit-Bit. 


Prussianism in the Home—‘ What 
excuse does this man give for deserting 
his wife?” 

‘He says her conduct was Teutonic.’ 

“In what respect?” 

“It seems she hit him with a poker 
after he had agreed to suspend hostili- 
ties.” —Birmingham A ge-Herald. 
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Shifted Responsibility—A man who 
had been drinking too much liquor for his 
own good was induced to sign the pledge. 
His wife was delighted. She took the 
document and said: 

“You must let me have it. I will keep 
it for you.” 

So the paper was confided to her 
custody. On the next day the man was 
drinking again as freely as before. 

“‘How is this?”’ asked a friend. ‘‘ You 
signed the pledge yesterday, and now you 
are drinking whisky again.” 

“It’s all right,” replied the pledge- 
signer in unsteady tones, “I don’t have 
to keep that pledge. My wife says she’ll 
keep it forme. That’s the kind of a wife 
to have, old fellow.””—Argonaut. 


Misapplied Metaphor—Life is a 
cocktail, rejoiced the optimist. 

Yes; a cocktail with too much bitters, 
growled the pessimist.—Philadel phia Rec- 
ord. 


Query—‘“‘I thought the army was sup- 
posed to be dry?” 

“i.” 

“Well, why do they continue those 
‘setting up’ exercises I read about?”— 
Louisville Courier-Journal. 


The Telltale Inventory—A lawyer 
who recently came to Columbus on busi- 
ness from Cincinnati tells this story: 


Working-Class Disturbances in Vienna 





= 








Wilthelm—Zeg, Karl! 
William to the Emperor of Austria (seeing “ Necessity knows no law” banner)—Say, Charles, 
where have I come across that phrase before? —De Amsterdammer (Amsterdam). 
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A bailiff went out to levy on the contents 


Universal Suffrage in Holland 





of a house.- The inventory began in the 
attic and ended in the cellar. When the 
dining room was reached the tally of fur- 
niture ran thus: 

““One dining room table, oak. 

“One set of chairs (6) oak. 

“One sideboard, oak. 

“Two bottles of whisky, full.” 

Then the word “full” was stricken out 
and replaced by “empty,” and the inven- 
tory went on in a hand that straggled and 
lurched diagonally across the page until 
it closed with: 

“One revolving door mat.’”’—Colum- 
bus (O.) Dispatch. 





YOUNG THINGS 








Getting Even—Girl shopper—Why 
did you make that poor salesman pull 
down all that stuff and then not buy any- 
thing? 








Second ditto—Why, the mean fellow 
was in a car yesterday and never offered 
me his seat, though I looked right at him, 
so I just decided I would get even.— 
Buffalo Courier. 


Otherwise Occupied—<A imee—When 
Harold proposed to you did he get down 
on his knees? 

Hazel—I should say not. 

Aimee—Why didn’t he? 

Hazel —Well—er—probably because 
they were occupied at the time.—IJ ndian- 
apolis Star. 
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Waar kan ik dat méér gehoord hebben? 








Liberaal en Klerikaal—Als je er maar om 
denkt, jonge man, dat wij volkomen orijwillig 
Lijn meegegaan. 

Liberal and Clerical—We would have you 
know, young man, that we accompany you 
quite willingly.—Notenkraker (Amsterdam). 


Justified—Doctor—Your daughter, 
madame, is suffering from constitutional 
inertia. 

The girl—There, ma! And you’ve been 
saying I was simply lazy.—Boston Tran- 
script. 


Double Excitement—‘ Dorothy al- 
ways begins a novel in the middle.”’ 

“‘What’s that for?” 

““Why, then she has two problems to 
be excited over—how the story will end, 
and how it will begin.—Houston Post. 


All There—Agnes—Why don’t you 
learn to punctuate? 

Edith—The idea! Why I put more 
commas and dashes in what I write than 
anyone else I know of.—Boston Tran- 
script. 


Truly Modest—He—Let’s see, what 
is the slang name for illicit liquor ped- 
dling? 

She (blushing)—Boot-limbing, I be- 
lieveg—Farm Life. 
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Chronos—Ein Jahr ist’s schon her, und ich lauje 


And I 


Father Time—Well into another year! 


Kladderadatsch (Berlin). 
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No Wonder—‘ That woman seems to 
have such a discordant personality.” 

““No wonder. She has a catty disposi- 
tion with a dogged determination.”— 
Baltimore American. 


Why Waste Time?—‘ Why do you 
consider women to be superior to men in 
intelligence?”’ 

‘*A bald-headed man buys his restorer 
by the bottle, doesn’t he?” 

“‘Er—yes.” 

‘Well, a woman doesn’t waste time on 
a hair-restorer; she buys hair.””—London 
Passing Show. . 
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* Kriegszeit” 


around in this costume!— 


immer noch als 


still run 


What She Used It For—Cyrus—Why 
have you had your telephone taken 
out? 

Iris—I have no use for it. I made a 
resolution—if I can’t say anything good 
of a person, I won’t say anything about 


her.—Town Topics. 


She Did Everything Else—A farmer’s 
wife in Connecticut, hurrying from milk- 
ing the cows to the kitchen, from the 
kitchen to the churn, from the churn to 
the woodshed, and back to the kitchen 
stove, was asked if she wanted to vote. 
She vehemently replied: 

“No, I certainly do not. I say now, if 
there’s one little thing that the men folks 
can do alone, for heaven’s sake let ’em 
do it.”—Argonaut. 
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| POLITICIANS | 





The Comeback—“ The first thing I 
did when I got an office,” said Senator 
Sorghum, “‘was to have a lot of photo- 
graphs taken.”’ 

“‘And were they in demand.” 

“They were. Inside of twenty-four 
hours I heard a man say he wanted a 
good look at the picture of the roughneck 
who had put it over on the voters of his 
town.”’—Washington Star. 


The Difference—‘What’s your idea 
of the difference between a statesman and 
a demagogue?”’ 

“Well,” replied the Senator, “‘a states- 
man tries to lead the people. A dema- 
gogue raises a holler and tries to stampede 
them.” —Argonaut. 


A New Gesture—‘‘These crowded 
street cars are spoiling my oratorical 
style.” 

“How can that be?” 

“Every time I put my arm into the air 
to make a gesture, I paw around as if I 
were reaching for a strap.” —Washington 
Star. 


A Tortuous Approach—* Congress- 
man Twobble writes that he is my repre- 
sentative and wants to serve me,” said 
Mr. Dubwaite. 

“What are you going to ask for?” 

“Nothing.- The last time I visited 
Washington, with the fond expectation of 
hobnobbing with the great, he turned me 
over to his secretary, and the most impor- 
tant person I met was a hotel doorman.” 
—Birmingham A ge-Herald. 


Death’s Head Hussar and the Near- 
Sighted Barber 





“Vous avez rudement besoin de vous faire 
couper les cheveux! Ils sont bien drus!” 
“You certainly did need a haircut, 


Le Péle-Méle (Paris). 


sir.” — 
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La main droite doit ignorer ce qu’a fait sa 
main gauche. 

Let not thy right hand know what thy left 
hand doeth.—Le Péle-Méle (Paris). 





ART 
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Not Satisfied— Mrs. Newrich—Me 
and John have had our portraits painted 
by four American artists, and not one of 
them is satisfactory. After the war we 
intend to go abroad and see what the old 
masters can do.—Boston Transcript. 


No Taste—Mrs. Flathbush—She has no 
artistic taste. 

Mrs. Bensonhurst—Why not? 

Mrs. F.—Just look at all those empty 
cans in her back yard. Not a flower in 
one of ’em!—Southern Woman’s Maga- 
zine. 


Harrowing Experience—‘Did you 
ever stop to think that some high-priced 
chefs have as much artistic temperament 
as grand opera prima donnas?”’ 

“T have never viewed the matter in 
that light, but no doubt you are right.” 

“Of course.” 

“And I dare say if a chef had an artistic 
temperament, nothing could bring it out 
more quickly than opening a decayed 
egg.” —Birmingham A ge-Herald. 
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“Doctor, I’m feeling awful, I can’t eat, 
I can’t sleep, I——’”’ 

“T can cure you,” said the doctor. 
“Ask her to marry you.” — Club 
Fellow. 


Experienced—The young man care- 
fully removed the cigars from his vest 
pocket and placed them on the paino. 
Then he opened his arms. But the young 
girl did not flutter to them. 

“You,” she said coldly, “have loved 
before.” —Snark’s Annual. 
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Real Tragedy—*Our friend Gayson 
met with a serious automobile accident 
yesterday.” 

“Ts that so? What happened?” 

“‘His engine stalled about five miles 
from the city.” 

“‘T wouldn’t call that a serious acci- 
dent.” 

“But it turned out to be very 
serious. Before he could get the 
engine to running again his wife over- 
took him in a taxicab and loudly de- 
manded the name of the female who 
was with him.” — Birmingham Age- 
Herald. 


From Different Angles—‘‘ What do 
you think of her?” asked the owner 
proudly as he todk his friend the 
magistrate for a joy ride in his new 
car. 

“As a friend, I should say it was some 
car, but as a magistrate I think vou 
should get about six months.” —Peo pic’s 
Home Journal. 


High Cost of ‘‘Gas’’—‘‘Here’s a 
schedule of my year’s expenses,” said the 
methodical man. 

“TI noticed at the bottom of the 
list you have this item: ‘M. P.— 
$500.’ Does that stand for motion 
pictures?” 

“‘No—motive power. I keep a car.”— 
Birmingham A ge-Herald. 


The End of a Perfect Revolution 
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Russia, thanks to the Bolsheviki, is at last ideally free from foreign capital.—Novy Satirikon 


(Petrograd). 





Broadway and the Bow-Wows jy) 9 = 


By Ficaro 


66 EEING that comedy ought to be the mirror of man’s et. 
life, a pattern of manners, and an image of truth, Se 6 \" 
those that are now exhibited are mirrors of vanity,  ugerts be , 


patterns of folly, and images of voluptuousness.”” 

This man certainly knows Broadway! 

“Tf those are all, or the most part of them, notorious fopperies, 
and things without head or foot, and yet are by the vulgar heard : . & : ae 
with such delight, and held and approved for good; and both the 5 ae 
authors that compose them and the actors that present them say -—- Ay 
that they must be such as they be to please the people’s humors : 
and not more conformable to reason or truth; and that because : pee ; aes 
those wherein decorum is observed and the story developed accord- Re ' ; 
ing to the rules of art, serve only for two or three discree men , ' 
(if so many be found at a play); therefore it is better for them 
to gain good money and means by many, than bare opinion or 





applause by a few.”  e , a 
Gosh! Things are in a bad way. Evidently Art has reached 1: 

its ultimate, expiring wiggle. ‘The crass managers and plunder- Ax 4 

some ticket-speculators have, between them, reduced the field of FG 

drama to the condition of No Man’s Land after a bombard- xem : Herre 

ment. 


The observing critic who uttered the words I have quoted is Mr. Cervantes, reviewer of the well-known 
performances of “ Don Quixote”’, writing in 1598—since which time the theatre has continuted to go to the dogs. 
Fortunately, however, just as it is about to fall into the paws and jaws of the canines, some gallant person 
comes forward and rescues it. Of recent years we have had se~eral volunteer drama-savers. Winthrop Ames, 
endowed with rare idealism and a real bank account, has given the elect a series of exquisite productions— “ Pru- 
nella,” “ Pierrot the Prodigal,” and soforth. The Muse has probably never been more chivalrously treated, nor her 
followers entertained by a more genteel host. This season, alas, his delightful Little Theatre is closed: Mr. Ames is 
doing war relief work in France; while Monsieur Copeau, of Paris, by way of reciprocity, is doing drama relief-work 
in America, enlightening New York with the brilliancy of French 
» ere ati — , acting and bewildering it with the rapidity of French enunciation. 
| But, though Winthrop Ames be absent, there are other cham- 
| pions. The Washington Square Players keep up their smart 
intellectual stimuli, and the new Greenwich Village Theatre, 
directed by Frank Conroy, has already established itself as an 
incubator of art. But the two commercialism-smiters to whom 
wecan most confidently and conveniently pin our faith are Arthur 
5 Hopkins, giver of “On Trial,” “The Poor Little Rich Girl,” 
“The Successful Calamity” and other treats; and Stuart Walker 
who carries the drama around with him in his portmanteau 
theatre, and who is now giving us “Seventeen” and “ Job.” 
Mr. Hopkins has very kindly set down his ideas and ideals in 
| his interesting new book entitled “How’s Your Second Act?” 
which comes to me still tepid from the press, _ If, in the absorp- 
tion of watching a performance of, say, “The Wild Duck,” one 
| has overlooked any point of Mr. Hopkins’s method, he can find it 
| here in such characteristic passages as: 
“*T eliminate all gesture that is not absolutely needed, all un- 
/ necessary inflections and intonings, the tossing of heads, the 
| flickering of fans and kerchiefs, the tapping of feet, drumming of 
fingers, swinging of legs, pressing of brows, holding of hearts, 
curling of moustaches, stroking of beards and all the million and 
one tricks that have crept into the actor’s bag—an annoying 
lack of repose, or an attempt to attract attention to himself and 
away from the play. . . . I sometimes believe that much of 
the old-fashioned acting was due to an unconscious effort on 
Picts bs Auinnsin Cannan the part of the actor to extricate himself from the furniture.” 
of alin Nig But the most encouraging thing about both Hopkins and 
Margaret Mower, one of the “narrators” in “The Walker is that, without being subsidized or subscriberized, they 


Book of Job”. We are sure that, had she come out : A : 
of her enchesive aiche. che would have made a more have put on good plays in a sincere, craftsmanlike manner, and 
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uccessful comforter than any of the male friends. the public has gone to see them because it has enjoyed them. 
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Washington Square Players 
in ““\Iins. WarREN’s PROFESSION” 









Gardner 1s the extreme limit in 






Frank 








Photo by 
prea ron ministers’ sons. 
Fairchild . 
airchi Frank: If only you were my father, 


















instead of this unworthy old man! 





















A little discussion as 
io the bliss of being 
married toa Prussian 
officer. 


From “Success” 


Brandon Tynan, as Barry 
Carlton, has just been chucked 
by his adored one. He 1s 


wondering whether to muss 





Frau Kot- 
BECK: The men 


his hatr of the Father- 
or drink | land stand alone 
himsett d in the world. 


MARGARET: 
How well they 
have drilled you! 
Can Germany 
and her military 
supermen be 
eworth such a 
life? 


Rosa Lynd 
and 
Winona 


Bridges 


to death. 





Pheto by Charlotte Fairchild m 
From “Tue CopreERHEAD” ” <— 
The hated “rebel sympathizer” at last discloses the secret of From “Her Country” 
his life, and his neighbors who have despised him are awestruck. 
Mitt (Lionel Barrymore): Only one man in the whole 
world wrote to me—Lincoln. 











HAT Trip to See 

Your Girl at Col- 
lege—1. That train 
ride—2 hours surplus 
over guaranty. 

2. That meeting at 
the station. That hand- 
shake, oh dear! 

3. That dinner. 
That balance of trade 
in favor of the waiter 
with the check. 

4. That afternoon about the campus; 
that enthusiasm about those awful buildings. 

5. That vesper service. That feeling of 
the presence of Morpheus. 

6. That good-bye. Again that hand- 
shake, oh my! 


Professor—Where is Solomon’s Temple? 

21--Do you think I don’t know any- 
thing? 

Professor—Where was it, then? 

*21—Why! On the side of his head, of 
course. 


General—Well, what news? 

Private—The enemy wanted to borrow 
some cannon balls? 

General—Did you let them have them? 

Private—Sure, they promised to send 
them back in the morning. 


What He Saw 
As I was coming up the hill, 
I met her coming down, 
and still 
’Tis true she passed quite near, 
I can’t describe her gown. 


And whether she was short or tall, 
Or thin, or dark, or fair, 

I’m sure I couldn’t say at all, 
Or half portray her hair. 


And were her eyes of ocean blue? 
And was her mien demure? 

I'll have to leave the guess to you, 
[ really can’t be sure. 


For—(perhaps you'll say it’s shocking, 
Or perhaps you'll only think 

For my eyes fell on her stocking; 

It was ruby tinted pink. 
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VERHEARD in Sociology Class — 
He—In Adam’s day women were 
cheaper than they are now. 
She—How so? 
He—Why Adam got Eve for one bone. 


I stepped into a shoe shop to get myself re-shod, 

And chanced to hear a blushing bride inquire, 

As she scrutinized with care a pair of patent 
leather shoes: 

“How long before the patent will expire?” 





Why orchestra men learn music by heart. 


Economy—He—Shall I bring candy? 
She—I'd rather have chewing gum—it’s 
more durable. 


Better—Is the tire flat back there? 
Half—I don’t think so. It’s up all around, 
except at the very bottom. 


One—Why do the students take their 
note-books to military drill? 
Two—Preparing for a review of course. 


He—Why are all the girls wearing frocks 
today? 
She—It’s a waistless day, silly. 


JUDGE 








Syracuse U niversily 


N the Farm—She walked by his side. 
A simple farm boy he was. And she 
looked into his eyes, for she too loved the 
country. They came to a gate. The boy 
opened the gate and gently they passed 
through. She could not thank him—for she 
was but a Jersey cow. 


Join the Ordnance Corps—Glendora 
—Did you know I was an ammunition 
girl? 

Alphonse—Do you mean you make a lot 
of noise? 

Glendora—No, I like to have arms around 
me. 


“How are things in Russia now? Is the 
Czar still reigning?” 

“Nope. He settled down to a drizzle long 
ago and now he’s hardly mist.” 


Prof.—Write a short theme on the subject 
of baseball. 
Bright Stude—Rain, no game. 


“What is the difference between a kiss 
and a sewing machine?” 

““One sews seams good. The other seems 
so good.” 


“Speaking of bathing in famous springs,” 
said the tramp to the tourist. “I bathed in 
the spring of ’86.” 
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The pretty manicure, Louise, 
Has very many beaux; 

And so she calls them, please, 
Her manicurios. 
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April 13, 1918 


IN THE BALLET 


Of all the witches and semi-witches of that eternal Walpurgis 
Night that represents the world, the ladies of the ballet have at all 
times and in all places been regarded as least like saints. 

Whenever a new, youthful dancer appeared at the Paris Opera 
House the habitues vied with each other in showering her with 
attentions and in overwhelming her with a veritable broadside of 
Cupid’s artillery. 

For how could these young and pretty girls with every right 
to life, love and pleasure, and subsisting on a very small salary, re- 
sist the seduction of the smell of flowers and of the glitter of jewels? 

She had the voluptuous form of a Greek Helen and she took the 
old guard of the Opera House by storm. ‘The very next morning a 
perfect shower of billets-doux, jewels, and bouquets fell into the poor 
dancer’s modest apartment. 

He was a rich stockbroker, one of those “ generous gentlemen,” 
if the object of his momentary fancy was young and pretty and 
apparently unsophisticated. And then there was another, who sent 
no diamonds, and not even flowers, but who was young and good- 
looking, though poor, and who worshipped her from afar until that 
memorable night—but read the whole story for yourself as Maupas- 
sant tells it—an amusing story that is a gem of art and irony, a 
story with an unexpected ending that will do your heart good, and 
found with all Maupassant’s other inimitable stories, his novels, his 


poems and dramas, in this superb VERDUN EDITION of 


THE COMPLETE WORKS 
GUY de MAUPASSANT 


UNABRIDGED AND UNEXPURGATED 


\ 
\\ Maupassant does not moralize. In the wonderful pictures he gives of the 
world he lived in virtue is praised and vice is condemned rather by events 
and action. If he is terribly real, and the nudity of his human nature is 
startling in its effect, it is because his stories mirror life as he found it. 


A SPECIALLY LOW BEFORE-PUBLICATION PRICE 
REALISM UNALLOYED A Fine Library Edition READY IN A FEW DAYS 


The petty meannesses of human nature The beautiful full page frontispiece 1I- By the time your order can reach us the 17 











volumes will have been delivered to the binder. 
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and the passions—lust and cupidity— 
which stir most men and women to action 
did not stay Maupassant’s impartial hand 
so long as this ugly side of humanity ex- 
isted. Pitiless as is his art, at times he 
surprises us with a touch of tender pathos 
in which we recognize the warm heart of 
a fellowman. 


GREATEST OF STORY WRITERS 

As the supreme master in what is one 
of the most difficult forms of art—the 
short story—Maupassant’s fame has ex- 
tended into all civilized lands. Tolstoy 
marveled at the depth of human interest 
he found in his stories; Andrew Lang 
declared he found in him “the tenderness 


of Fielding, the graphic power of Smollett, 
the biting satire of Dean Swift, mingled and rein- 
carnated in Gallic guise;” and Henry James hailed 
him as “a man of genius who had achieved the 
miracle of a fresh tone.” 


ea 


lustrations have been specially made for 
the VERDUN EDITION by the talented 
artist, J. E. Allen. This, is the only 
English translation of Maupassant con- 
taining illustrations that interpret his 
stories pictorially with strict fidelity to the 
spirit of the text. 
17 Volumes in Rich Cloth Binding 


Each Volume 8 1-4 x 5 1-2 i: ches 


Big, Clear 12 Point Ly on 
Pure White Antique Paper 


5,500 Pages That Will Hold You Chained by the Hour 
347 Stories, Novels, Novelettes, 
Poems, Dramas. Entertainment for 
a Thousand and One Nights. Love 
and Life in Strange Lands—Paris, 
The Orient, The African Hinter- 
land. Stories of War, Crime, Mys- 
tery and Horror. 

Send Today to Get the Benefit of the Before 


Publication Price 


Every day’s delay means a substantial increase in 
price to you. The response to this before-publica- 
tion offer will enable us to estimate the size of our 
order for binding. We give before-publication sub- 
scribers the benefit of the saving we make by order- 
ing in quantity. 


$1.00 NOW AND COUPON 
secures your set at the present before-publication 
instalment price of $19.00. Then payments of $1.50 
(or more) a month after you receive the books. 
Subscriptions filled in the order in which received. 
Preference in order of shipment naturally given to sub- 
scriptions accompanied by the present before-publication 
cash price, $18.00. Books delivered charges prepaid. 
MONEY BACK IF NOT SATISFIED 


— ee ees 
BRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION CO. J-4-13-18 
I 1116 Brunswick Bldg., New York City 
I enclose $1.00 first payment on the 17 volume set of 
the Verdun Edition of Maupassant to secure my copy 
at the present before-publication price, $19.00, which I 
agree to remit at the rate of $1.50 [or more] a month 
following receipt of books. Otherwise I will within five 
l days ask for instructions for their return, at your ex- 
pense, my $1.00 to be refunded on their receipt. 
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Amusement 








Sunita 











W. 42nd St. Evenings at 8:30. 
Matinees Wednesday and 
Saturday at 2:30 


ELTINGE 


A. H. WOODS PRESENTS 


BUSINESS BEFORE PLEASURE 


BARNEY BERNARD & ALEXANDER CARR 


with 














By Montague Glass and Jules Eckert Goodman 
WEST 42 ST. 


REPUBLIC wits? Wea ina 


A. H. WOODS PRESENTS 


NIGHTS 8:30. 
Sat. at 2:30. 


PARLOR, BEDROOM 


and BATH 


with LORENCE MOORE & JOHN CUMBERLAND 











“Nowe can afford to miss it 
——-~—--——— —- -— all can afford to go” 


Management 
“CHEER UP!” || aia 
DILLINGHAM 
Matinee 
Greatest 
oecetes Eveny Day 


ey HIPPODROME 


Staged by 
Seats 6 Weeks Ahead 


R. HM. Burnside 














COHAN & HARRIS Siici?8c nu SE 822 


COHAN & HARRIS Present 
Funniest American Comedy of Recent Years 


A TAILOR-MADE MAN 


Extremely Novel, Clever Play by HARRY JAMES SMITH 


with GRANT MITCHELL 





48th. Evs. 8: 


beuiss PLAYHOUSE xs: 


20 


Mats. Wed. and Sat. 


THE LITTLE TEACHER 


Greatest Comedy-Drama Since ‘‘The Music Master’ 
By Harry Tames Smith. with MARY RYAN 





WINTER GARD Evs. 8. 


Thurs. & Sat. 2 


Mats. Tues, 


AL JOLSON in “SINBAD” 





8:30. 


BOOTH 45th W. of B’way. Woy. 228: a? 
The STUART 
WALKER CoO. 
in Tarkington's 


oe 


SEVENTEEN 





39th nr. Bway 
Mats. Wed 4 


and Sat. 2 


Maxine Elliott’s 


Evs. 8:30 
30 


EYES OF YOUTH 





ASTOR 45th & B’way. stats. Wed. & Sat. 2515. 
Clifton Crawford in FANCY FREE 





CASINO 3%th St. & B’way. WP Aes 
AN AMERICAN ACE 


An Intimate Revue of 
the New York Theatres 


urn Tui 


| Broadway and Thereabouts 


111A EMA. 


(’ 
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AMERICAN Ace—Casino. Concerning a 
high-flying hero. 

Aprit—Punch & Judy. 
edy. 

Business Berore PLeAsurE—Eltinge. 
Mawruss finds that Abe’s wife’s rela- 
tives make rotten “‘fillum” actors, but 
that they are easier to explain at home 
than a vampire. 

Cueer Up—Hippodrome. 
zation of entertainers. 
Cuu Cuin Coow—Century. 

Wild East Show. 

CoprPERHEAD, ‘THE—Shubert. Lionel 
Barrymore as the man who gave more 
than his life to his country. 


Seasonable com- 


Vast mobili- 


Ali Baba’s 


Cure FoR CuraBLes, A—3o9th Street. 
Assorted cranks doctored by William 
Hodge. 

Eyes or Youtuo—Maxine Elliott. This 


heroine ‘arranges for her future by 
acting it out. 

Fancy Free—Astor. Tuneful 
tures of two fair blufferettes. 

FLto-FLto—Cort. Lingerie camouflage. 

Fountain oF Youtu, Tue — Miller. 
Bubbling comedy. 

Goinc Up—Liberty. Legal residence of 
“Tickle-Toe” and other tunes-about- 
town. 

Happiness—Criterion. 
rattles along merrily 
pecially built for her. 

Heppa GasLter—Plymouth. Nazimova 
skips on from Ibsen to Ibsen. 

Her Country—Harris. Prussian bland- 


ishments afd brutality. 


adven- 


Laurette Taylor 
in a vehicle es- 


Jack O’LanterN—Globe. Fred Stone 
impersonates himself and other celeb- 
rities. 

Lirrte Teacner, Tue — Playhouse. 


Laughter and tears—while you watch. 

LomBarpi, Ltp.—Morosco. The heart- 
history of a fascinating Wop. 

Man Wuo Stayep at Home, THe—4é&th 
Street. About a bird of the white 
feather. 

Marionettres—Punch & 
cial pérformances only). 
object lesson in efficiency 
obedience to those above. 

Maytime— Broadhurst. Romantic 
cavations under an old apple tree. 

MIDNIGHT Frotic—New Amsterdam 
Roof. The Special Concert after the 
Big Show. Positively the best thing of 
the evening! 

Orr Cuance, Tuoe—Empire. Ethel 
Barrymore in a comedy of witty world- 
lings. 

Ou, Lavy, Lapy!—Princess. 
osis of niftiness. 

Ou, Loox!—Vanderbilt. Harry Fox cele- 
brates his escape from vaudeville. 

Parr oF Petticoats, A—44th Street Roof. 
Skirting the danger line of dialogue 
very wittily. 


Judy. (Spe- 
Delightful 


through 


exX- 


The apothe- 


JUDGE 


Pan AND THE YOUNG SHEPHERD—Greep. 
wich Village. Bare-tootsied spring 
pastoral. 

ParLor, BepRoomM AND Batu—Republic 
In bad in a bad inn. 

Potty WitH a Past—Lyceum. 
activities of a fake vampire. 

Rarnsow Girt, THoe—New Amsterdam, 
New musical lady appearing with Apri 
showers. 

SaLomME—Comedy. Washington Square 
Players present the well known Wilde 
lady. 

Seven Days’ Leave—Park. Up-to-date} 
melodrama, where the _black-mous. 
tached villain is replaced by a pair of 
German spies. 

SEVENTEEN—Booth. An idyl involving a 
Baby-Talk Lady. ; 

Sick-a-Bep—Gaiety. A case less for 
sympathy than laughter. 

Sinsap—Winter Garden. Shelter, com- 
fort, and warmth for those “detained 
in town by business.” 

ScuaB Farm, THoe—Bijou. The terrible 
temptations of our movie queens. 
Tartor-Mape Man, A—Cohan © Harris. 

Successes of a super-bluffer. 

Tiger Rose—Lyceum. Leonora Ulric 
stalls off the police while her lover 
crouches among the grapejuice in the 
cellar below. 

Toot! Toor!—Cohan. 
ogue. 

Yes or No—Longacre. Janet Beecher 
proves a stronger wife than Chrysta 
Herne. 


Sprightly 


Tuneful travel- 


The Ways of a Gentleman 
“T overheard that stout Mrs. Cripple say she 
considered young Percy Steyne her model of 





gentleman. He begs her for the first dance at 
every ball.”’ 

“The poor simple thing! She doesn’t know! 
Percy well enough to know that he always does 
the disagreeable duties first. 


The Kaiser’s Wants 
By Kennetu L. Roperts 
ITTLE I ask; my wants are few: 
I only wish Alsace, Lorraine, 
All Northern France and Belgium, too, 
And Russia’s coastal plain, 
Rumania, Serbia and Greece 
Before I'll even speak of peace. 
I care not much for land or gold 
Or other nations’ rightful needs; 
But what I’ve stolen, I must hold 
To justify my deeds. 
(All things are justified by Might: 
Who steals and keeps, makes stealing right.) 
Thus humble are my Prussian claims 
Because I’m tired and must rest; 
Compared, though, with my erstwhile aims, 
These terms are but a jest. 
(When I’ve recovered from this fight 
I'll purloin everything in sight.) 


Stick a I cent stamp on the cover of this 
number of “Judge” and drop it in the “_) 
est letter-box. Your reward will be th 
knowledge that you are making a lot of the 
boys in camp happy. We thank you. 
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Five 

Hundred 
Thousand 
American 


Soldiers 
in France 


7E dare not delay the VICTORY now. American 

lives are at stake, our own safety, the safety of 

the whole world. If we are not to prolong the slaughter 

and the suffering, if we are not to risk defeat, or an 

inconclusive peace, we must act quickly; we must 
put forth our every effort now. 


The army is doing its part. Five hundred thou- 
sand American soldiers are in France to-day. There 
will be more to-morrow. And more the day after. 
We are going to send an army large enough so that 








when we strike, with our Allies, we can drive the 
German hordes back across the Rhine—so that we can 
win the decisive VICTORY that will make American 


freedom safe, and establish a just and _ lasting 


peace. 


But the whole nation must take part. Our armies 
in France are looking to us to furnish them, in ever 
greater abundance, the ordnance, the munitions, the 
supplies that will make their VICTORY possible. 
We must not fail them. 





The Third Liberty Loan is our share in 
the winning of this war. Upon it depends 
the safety and success of five hundred 
thousand American soldiers in France. 


Lend Him a Hand! 
Buy All the Bonds You Can 


This space contributed to the United States 
Government by the publishers of Judge 
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“No Man’s Land” 


By David Robinson 


HIS clever picture, in full colors, just as it 

appeared on the cover of a recent issue of 
JUDGE, mounted on a heavy mat, 11 x 14, ready 
for framing, makes an attractive decoration for 
any man’s “Land.” 


It will be mailed post free upon receipt of 
twenty-five cents, cash or stamps. Write 


Judge Art Print Department 








|” Fifth Avenue New York City 











Any Branch of 
the Service. 


Your own Regiment 
and Company Included. 
Special Prices on orders of six or more. 
CATALOG FREE 
Cc. K. GROUSE CO., Manufacturers, 
121 Bruce Ave. 83 North Attleboro, Mass. 














The Director of the Library War Service 
in Washington has asked JupvGE to tell its 
readers that the boys at Camps MacArthur, 
Logan, Bowie, Travis, Pike and Doniphan 











are asking for copies of this paper. Won't 
you help us supply their needs by affixing | 
a Ic stamp to the cover of this number of 
Jupce and dropping it in the nearest letter- 
box?» You will be doing a real patriotic 
service. We thank you. 


SEXOLOGY 


by William H. Walling, A. M., M.D. 


imparts in a clear wholesome 
way, in one volume: 


Knowledge a Young Man Should Have 
Knowledge a Young Husband Should Have 
Knowledge a Father Should Have 
Knowledge a Father Should Impart to His Son 
Medical Knowledge a Husband Should Have 
Knowledge a Young Woman Should Have 
Knowledge a Young Wife Should Have 
All in one volume, Kaowledge a Mother Should Have 
Hiestrated. | Knowledge a Mother Should Impart to Her Daughter 
$2.00 postpaid Medical Knowledge a Wife Should Have 
Write for “Other People’s Opinions’ and Table of Contents 


PURITAN PUB. CO., 792 Perry Building, PHILA., PA. 























FUN FROM THE FIGHTING MEN 











An honorarium of $5 will be sent by JupGE to any member of Uncle Sam’s fighting forces on land or sea 
whose contribution to this department is selected by the Editor as the funniest camp or ship story of 


the week. 





The Letter of the Law 


By Corporal Charles H. Ripley, 19th Reeruit Company, General 
Service Infantry, Fort Logan, Colo. 


RECRUIT doing his first guard with the 

fort had been impressed that above all he 
must obey his General Orders, especially the 
last one, which says: “At night, after challeng- 
ing any person or party, to advance no one, but 
call the Corporal of the Guard, repeating the 
answer to the challenge.” 

At about 11:30 P. M. the Commanding Off- 
cer, accompanied by his wife, happened to 
cross the post of this recruit as they were re- 
turning home from a visit. 

“Halt! Who’s there?” boldly challenged the 
sentry, trying to impersonate an old, hard- 
boiled soldier. 

“Commanding Officer and my wife,”’ was the 
answer. 

Careful to repeat the exact words, he called: 

‘Corporal of the guard, ‘Commanding Offi- 
cer and MY wife!’”’ 

The next day there wasa G.C. M. (General 
Court Martial.) 

For an Army Dictionary 
R. E. Connell, Co. A, 102 ur. : amp Wadsworth, Spartanburg, 

CorreE—a fluid which looks like cocoa, 
smells like tea and tastes like mud. 

PrivATE—the only known creature that has 
less privacy than a goldfish. 

TENTtT—a cloth hut where men try to hide 
from the Top Sergeant. It has only two tem- 
peratures—too hot and too cold. If it had a 
mean temperature, it would be very mean. 

Pay Day—a mirage; the private has visions 
of spending thirty bucks, but finds that owing 
to insurance, Liberty Bonds, and allotments he 
owes the Government $1.70. 

RIFLE—an instrument for collecting dirt. 

GvuARD—the only man in camp to whom 
everybody is a friend. 

INCINERATOR—a device which makes the 
whole camp smell like an abattoir and which 
covers the kitchen with soot in order to boil 
away a gallon of water that the cook washed his 
hands in. 

MvuLe—a reptile with a private’s love of work 
and a sergeant’s disposition. 

SATURDAY MoRNING—an occasion on which 
the Captain has a sudden and deep curiosity 
about your sox. 


GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER 
“Its Purity Has Made It Famous” 











Accepted original jokes are paid for at the rate of one dollar each. 


Send in your humor, boys. 
| BuNK-FATIGUE—Heaven. 

FaTIGUE—Hades. 

Cook—a man who was a chauffeur in civil 
life. Men who were cooks in civil life are invari- 
ably made chauffeurs in the army. 

KITCHEN PoLice—an institution for kindling 
hate against the Kaiser. One day on kitchen 
police changes a lamb into a roaring lion, a 
pacifist into a Roosevelt. 

RETREAT—something that has to be stood, 
In the sense ‘to run away” this word is obso- 
lete in the American army. 

SERGEANT—(See unexpurgated dictionary. 
This one is for family use.) 





His 


Organization 
By Private Herb Roemer, Ambulance Co. 355, 314th Sanitary 
rain, Camp Funston, Kans. 


The Lieutenant had just halted the tall, 
ungainly recruit of pronouncedly rural type, 
and after a sharp reprimand for his failure in not 
having saluted him, exclaimed exasperatingly: 

“In heaven’s name, man, what company do 
you belong to?” 
| “The Necropolis Life Insurance Company,” 
was the astounding reply. 











STATEMENT OF THE OWNERSHIPJMANAGEMENT, ETC., 
REQUIRED BY THE ACT OF CONGRESS OF 
AUGUST 24TH, 1912. 


, JUDGE . . published WEEKLY 
NEW YORK, N. Y... for.. APRIL 1, 1918 


ba 


Before me, a Notary Public, in and for the State and County 
aforesaid, personally appeared Reuben P. Sleicher, who, having been 
duly sworn according to law, deposes and says that he is the Business 
Manager of JUDGE and that the following is, to the best of his 
knowledge and belief, a true statement of the ownership, manage 
ment, etec., of the aforesaid publication for the date shown in the 
above caption, required by the Act of August 24th, 1912, embodied 
in section 443, Postal Laws and Regulations, to wit: 1. That the 
names and addresses of the publisher, editor, managing editor, and 
the business manager are: blisher, Leslie-Judge Company, 225 
5th Ave., New York, N. Y. Editor, Perriton Maxwell, 225 5th Ave., 
New York, N. Y. Managing Editor, Perriton Maxwell, 225 5th 
Ave., New York, N. Y. Business Manager, Reuben P. Sleicher, 
225 5th Ave., New York, N. Y. 2. That the owner is, and stockhold- 
ers owning or holding 1 per cent. or more of total amount of stock 
are: Owner: Leslie-Judge Company, 225 5th Ave., New York, N. Y. 
Stockholders: John A. Sleicher, 225 5th Ave., New York, N. Y. 
Anthony N. Brady Estate, 54 Wall St., New York, N. Y. 3. That 
the known bondholders, mortgagees, and other security holders own- 
ing or holding 1 per cent. or more of total amount of bonds, mort- 
gages, or other securities are: John A. Sleicher, 225 5th Ave., New 
York, N. Y.; Mary Peckham Sleicher, 710 Madison Ave., Aleay, 
N. Y.; Reuben P. Sleicher, 225 5th Ave., New York, N. Y.; City Rea 
Estate Company, 176 Broadway, New York, N. Y.; Anthony N. 
Brady Estate, 54 Wall St., New York, N. Y. 4. That the two para- 
graphs next above, giving the names of the owners, stockholders, and 
| security holders, contain not only the list of stockholders @ 
security holders as they appear upon the books of the company, but 
also, in cases where the stockholder or security holder appears upon 
the books of the company as trustee or in any other fiduciary relation, 
the name of the person or corporation for whom such trustee 
acting, is given; also that the said two paragraphs contain state 
ments embracing affiant’s full knowledge and belief as to the elr- 
cumstances and conditions under which stockholders and security 
holders who do not appear upon the books of the company ” 
trustees, hold stock and securities in a capacity other than that 0 
a bona fide owner; and this affiant has no reason to believe that any 
| other person, association, or corporation has any interest direct of 

indirect in the said stock, bonds, or other securities than as so sta 

7 TBEN P. SLEICHER, Signature of the Business 
Sworn to and subscribed before me this 2ist day of 
A. EDWARD ROLLAUER, Notary Public, Queens 
Certificate filed in New York County 201. New 
Commission Expires March 
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State of NEW YORK 
County of NEW YORK 





Manage!. 
March, 1918. 
County, No. 962. 

j York County Register’s No. 9165. 
30th, 1919. 
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— “THE SHOE THAT HOLDS ITS SHAPE” 
IIs3 $350$4 $450 $5 $6 $7 & 58 
= W. L. Douglas name and the 
‘ retail price is stamped on the és 
bottom of every pair of shoeso % 
Zz before they leave the factory. - 
0) Discipline The value is guaranteed and 
w! Wadsworth Gas Attack | the wearer protected against 
A\ | high prices for inferior shoes. 
ee Politics You can save money by wear- 
By Sergt. Harrison W. Johnson, Line Officers Training Camp, ing W. a Douglas shoes. The 
ad ete details best known shoes ‘in the world. 
GOOD American soldier, Mike Nov- "The quality of W. L. Douglas product is 
janitary zak, attended a lecture at the Y. M. guaranteed by more than 40 years ex- 
tall. ee recently, at which a prominent man perience in making fine shoes. The smart ‘4 
type, was trying to explain the causes that led styles are the leaders in the fashion centres |, BOYS SHOES 
in aa up to our participation in the great world of America. They are made in a well- “ Best in the World 
ngly: war. Mike listened very attentively and equipped factory at Brockton, Mass., by $3 $2.50 $2 
y do seemed very much impressed with all he the highest paid, skilled shoemakers, under the direction and 
had heard. Upon returning to his bar- | | | supervision of experienced men, all working with an honest deter- 
_ § racks he was asked all about it by his Ki mination to make the best shoes for the price that money can buy. 
"F “bunkie,” also another good American, dienes ‘4% e retail prices are the same everywhere. They cost no 
_____ § by name Pietro Salvatore. so many duties eT more in San Francisco than they do in New York. They 
> an “Now I know just why we gotta | tis us “bennd are always worth the price paid for them. 
"I fight,” he exclaimed. “We just gotta |] | out, pessinechocsthathedidesthave TAs the retell pttes & ctneted on Gio betieen ded tho tne 
much opportunity to play. On one P F 
a make the world safe for the Democrats.” | occasion, when he had completed all side top facing. This ie your onl protection against 
EEKLY his tasks and was told to “play gh prices for inferior shoes. BE RAUD. 
_ 1, 1918 awhile,” he went out in the yard and Sold by over 9000 shoe dealers and 105 W.L.Douglas stores. If not conven- 
The Sprinter dug a hole in the ground—his idea of ienttocallat May ee = ge ee a ed our local dealer forthem. Takeno other 
play was to work at something. make. Write for booklet, showing how to eoderchoosby mam, postage free. 
cian Green recruit—Do you think we'll ever Copyright, W.L.Douglas Shoe Co. W. L. DOUGLAS SHOE Co. 
ing been get back? 145 Spark St., Brockton, Mass. 
at of hie F = Scared one—I don’t know about you, | 
i Lwaiguxtiin a aS ee 
— 74 . g g . : By J. Paul Jones, Captain Q. M. R. C. 
326 St A SHORT time ago a “regular” 
oek hold En eae Major General took command 
K N.Y | of the Division and it was ordered 
4. ‘That that the training schedule be 
s, mort: lengthened two - hours per day. 
Albany: Shortly after receiving the order, an 
ony N. =| Infantry Major whose battalion had 
ers, and a been filled up with drafted men 
ny, ut Five Cc from the coal regions, accosted. a 
elation R recruit named Karkowsky. 
pn state ich Cuban — “Karkowsky, two more hours — 
—s French’ sSuperb Cuban Special. Filler of Havana leaves too short work per day next week, said the — Wisse 
that of ensign, Sakaierent cite casa eauiiiivanmeetanme Captain. Lin, 23 . ¥N.G 
—— thoroughly seasoned leaf Rich, mild and exquisite tropic 66 Oh me no care—more work By Doc Rankin, 23 Regt. N. Y. N.G. 
» erates eee nee as introductory offer. Send today ? ; ” was th heerful Me Jack—Hey, th Bill, where d’ya think you 
ysines emis simatem ams’ gore Eten Oe more mon,” was the cheerful re ac ey, there Bill, . y j 
Queens ~ sponse. are? In the Aviation Corps! 
March 
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Every woman 
wants a Pied- 
mont for a gilt. 
The grandest 
itt for the money. Your choice of 
90 designs and styles of famous Piedmont 
Red Cedar Chests sent anywhere on 15 days’ 
free trial. We pay the freight. A Piedmoni Direct 
pays for itself in what + saves. Lasts for From 
generations. Protects furs, woolens and plumes from moths, [Factory 
mice. dust and damp. Neecied in every home. Finest birth- jto Home 
day or wedding gift at great saving. Write today for our | 
eat new illustrated catalo, Tpasd free to you. 
1EDMONT RED CEDAR CHEST CO., Dept. 32, Statesville, N.C. 



































Camp Humor 





— wet ilt 





Wadsworth Gas Attack 
In Transports 
She—Will you be happy when you start for 
France? 
He—Happy? We will be in transports. 


Speaking of Creeds 
Examining officer—What is a “dogma?” 
Rookie—A pup’s mother. 


Trench and Camp 
A Conditional Answer 
Dear Editor: 

When I came to Camp Sheridan I brought 
my dog with me. He is a great bother to me. 
How can I get rid of him. 

PRIVATE NEW SENSE. 


Dear New Sense: 
Sic him on the Captain sometime. 
immediately be rid of him. 
Messy Epiror. 


You will 


Dear Editor: 
Iam receiving letters from three girls. Which 
one shall I write to? 
Pop U. LARMAN. 


Dear Pop: 
On receipt of the girls’ pictures I will answer 
your question. Messy Eprror. 


The Rookie Butterfly 
The cocoon—These soldiers are a helpless lot; 
I always make my own sweater. 
A Fine Crop 


Kitchen police and the work of the barracks 
orderly will turn out a fine crop of husbands. 











ROMEIKE’S *"Sune* 


We will send you all newspaper clippings which 
may appear about you, your friends, or any 
subject on which you may want to be ‘“up-to- 
date."" Every newspaper and periodical of im- 
portance in the United States and Europe is 
searched. Terms, $5.00 for 100 notices. 


HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., New York 














WANTED—AN IDEA! WHO CAN THINK OF SOME 
simple thing to patent? Protect your ideas, they may bring 
you wealth. rite for ‘“‘Needed Inventions” and “How to 


jet Your Patent and Your Money.” Randolph & Co., 
Patent Attorneys, Dept. 129, Washington, D. C. 





Shedding a Few Gross of Knitted 
Sweaters, etc. 
Wadsworth Gas Attack 


Accessible 
Although the guardhouse is not located with 
respect for geographical convenience it is the 
most accessible building in the cantonment. 


Sheridan Reveicle 
Who, Indeed? 

Medical officers at Camp Sheridan say 
Wetumpka, about eight miles north of the 
camp, is not closed to soldiers. But who in— 
Camp Sheridan wants to go to Wetumpka? 


No Change in Fashion 
Coats for young men will be longer this spring 
and summer, say the fashion books. For most 
of the young men we know, coats will be the 
same length as this winter. 


Velvet Beans 
The velvet bean crop in Alabama will be the 
largest in years, says a Montgomery paper. 
Mighty handy for the mess sergeants at Camp 
Sheridan. 
The Very Idea! 
Customer—Do you take anything off for cash? 
Saleslady—Sir! 








The Lucky Man—His Bit 


Private John D. McGreevey, Co. C, 106th Inft., captures 
this week's $5 prize. 

HILE we were at the rifle range at 

Glassy Rock Mountain, South Carolina, 
I made a trip over the mountain with three of 
my squad mates. Along in the afternoon we 
stopped at a tumble-down cabin to ask for 
water. The old mountaineer who gave us the 
water leaned against the rickety door and sur- 
veyed us with mild curiosity. He asked us if we 
were camping near by. 

“Yes,” I said, “you know we're at war with 
Germany.” 

The old man weighed this statement care- 
fully. He shifted his quid of tobacco from one 
cheek to the other, and ejected a stream of to- 
bacco juice from his mouth. 

“Wa-al,” he drawled at last, “you all have a 
Jine day for it.” 
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*“* The Curse of Drink”’ 


This picture proved one of Judge’s 
most popular subjects and has been 
reprinted, in full colors, mounted on a 
heavy mat, || x 14, ready for the 
frame. It will be mailed post free 
for twenty-five cents, stamps, 


Judge Art Print 


Department 
225 Fifth Avenue, New York City 

















All Quiet ‘‘at the Front’”’ 

The hobo knocked at the back door and the 
lady of the house appeared. “Lady,” he said, 
“T was at the front 28 

“You poor man!” she exclaimed. “One of 
war’s victims. Wait till I get you some food 
and you shall tell me your story. You were in 
the trenches, you say?”’ 

“Not in the trenches. I wasat the front——” 

“Don’t try to talk with your mouth full. 
Take your time. What deed of heroism did you 
do at the front?” 

“Why, I knocked; but I couldn’t make no- 
body hear, so I came around to the back.” 





Are you sending your copy of “Judge” 
to the boys in camp? Itis alittle thing for 
you to do, but a big thing for the lads in 
khaki. A one-cent stamp stuck on the cover 
carries it into the hands of a host of ap- 
preciative readers. Doitnow. Thank you. 











Use Cuticura Soap 
To Clear Y our Skin 


All druggists; Soap 3, Ointment 3 & 50, Talcum 
Sample each free of ‘‘Cuticura, Dept. B, Boston.” 





Relief for Husky, 
Stores. 


Quick 
25c at all Drug 

Stearns & 
Makers 
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.~~~Five Minutes from Anywher 


Hotel Colonnade 


Chestnut at 15th Street 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


One square from Broad Street Station. Four 
squares from Reading Terminal, in the 
heart of the Theatre and Shopping Districts. 


Rooms $1.50 Up. With Bath, $2.00 Up 


Three Restaurants —Two Dance Floors 


Wire Reservations al Our Expense 


JDGE- 
health. The age when false modesty and pro- 27 YEARS THE ENEMY OF PAIN 
crastination lead to such unhappy ends. 

And then the super-mother, grandma, finds 
herself surprisingly, versed in all the lore of long 
experience. She vows to be a live one and reli- 
giously avoid the footsteps of some pestiferous 
old women she has encountered in her day. A 
Twentieth Century grandma, the most useful 
and ornamental bit of bric-a-brac it is possible 
to have round the house. Cheering in time of 
sickness as a base burner in a grocery. and wise 
as Solomon in offering when requested her ad- 
vice—a prize in every package. 

Final tableau, presto, false teeth, new hair, a_ | 
pair of nine-inch boots, the life of the party. | 
Old woman? Never? They don’t grow old any 
more. Senility is an ailment limited to the male. 
| You meet plenty of grandmothers everywhere, 
but nary an old woman nowadays.—Dr. William | 
Brady in the Brooklyn Eagle. 


























A Medico’s Horrific Description of the 
Seven Ages of Woman 





4 | 
| UR old friend William Shakespeare Such a Monotony! 
,; figured out the seven ages of man in a “How’s the show, Kid?” asked Speck of the 
: most satisfactory manner, but he seems Ik shi ; ie ay e , ‘ “niga h 
to have overlooked woman, and now that = i, a ey ea 


shelf of the box office. 

“* Gee, it’s on the ding-hi!’’ responded Daphne 
| of the dimples. ‘Hones’ t’ Gawd, Speck, it’s 
| the limit! Why, there ain’t but one explosion, 

three kidnappings, two suicides, a few fights for 
honor, and an old style train wreck, in the whole 


woman has come into her own we feel that she 
deserves as careful tabulation. 

First the fairy, all knees and smiles and per- 
plexing pranks and questions, but mostly ques- 
tions. This is the age when foolish mothers like 

999 


to cut baby’s hair, with some vague notion that oles Goatiel 


cutting makes it grow better. r 
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d the ga “9 the she with oe - Eliminating the Undesirables 
sai weak pronated ankles, round of shoulder | ; : ee : : 
said, = s . A little girl who was visiting was given a piece 
and slumped down in her chair, petulant, emo- | ea ig 
; ; ; . a 4 sats of cocoanut cake and as she began pulling it to 
ne of tional, forgetful, growing like a weed. The age ee erage ages 
‘ood wh ci sanemniane cone agony gett" pieces, her mother said: ‘‘Why, Alice, what are ~ 4 
wnen sping . ve >, PLOSIS, é eet, . > 5 . ° ° ‘er? 
—_ eee te ; you doing?” To which Alice replied: “I’m _ | C~ sit 
ore in shoulders, and divers other habits fasten them- ee ‘ a a 
3 Re trying to get the ’ravlin’s out. 
selves upon her because her physical training is 
—"” neglected. for 
full. Then the bud prepares to blossom. The age e es, 
d you of Latin, physics, tonsils, chums, and incipient | e 
) tuberculosis. The time when mothers worry or Neuralgias 
eno- § worse; worse if they ply the child with some * 


, highly recommended nostrum. This is the age 
when intelligent medical counsel is so sorely 














dge” sade’ aud on ool ee gE BY Y 
b¢ needed and so seldom sought. . “The mission of this paper is to preach the | ens S and 

g for Then the mother instinct takes control. To gospel of cheerfulness.” 9 

ls im be suppressed by some shameful fault of educa- Rheumati Sciatic Pains 
a) j . — . - . _ Copyright, 1918, by Leslie-Judge Company. Cc 

cover tion, blotted out forever by the fearful wages of Gotered ch the Pecheliine at How You ox and 








so-called double standard, or to find its happy 
culmination in maternity. 

And then the dangerous age, fat and forty, 
the age of cancer, Bright’s disease, and arterial 
degeneration. The fishwives once more sit in 
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: Potne contents of JUDGE tected k ight in both 
e contents 0} sm are rotectec »y copyri In DO 
a _ -_ Great Britain. ayn seh The Conclusion jusi h 
JDGE cannot be found at any newsstand, the publishers y ; j sion that 
W ll N ts will be under obligation if that fact be promptly reported on All evidence points to the conc a  - 
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Worlds Salesmanship Congress 





Third Annual Session 
Detroit, April 24, 25, 26, 27, 1918 


Called in advance of the usual dates to discuss and decide the serious 
questions at present troubling the Nation’s business men—Urged and 
endorsed by our leading tradesmen, publishers and commercial agencies 

Exclusively for heads or authorized representatives of industries. 


Special Salesmanship Topics for Discussion 


PREPARATION FOR THE WAR AFTER THE WAR 


THE SALE: First Factor of the Selling Process. 

THE MAN : Second Factor of the Selling Process. 

THE SHIP: Third Factor of the Selling Process. 

PREPARATION : First of Preparatory Steps of the Sale. 

PROSPECTING : Second of Preparatory Steps of the Sale. 

APPROACH AND AUDIENCE: Third of Preparatory Steps of the Sale. 

SIZING UP THE BUYER: First of the Presentation Steps. 

GAINING ATTENTION AND AWAKENING INTEREST: Second of the Presentation Steps. 
PERSUADING AND CREATING DESIRE: First of the Convincing Steps. 
HANDLING OBJECTIONS: Second of the Convincing Steps. 

SECURING DECISION AND OBTAINING SIGNATURE: First of the Closing Steps. 
THE GET-AWAY AND FUTURE ORDERS: Second of the Closing Steps. 


These Topics Have Been Assigned to Authoritative Heads of Business for Discussion. 


England Is Sending to Address This Congress 


HERBERT N.CASSON, of London, England, Proprietor of EFFICIENCY MAGAZINE 
Before settling in London five years ago HERBERT N.CASSON was nationally acknowledged 


to be a leader among American merchandisers. He is one of the most dynamic speakers the 
commercial world has produced. He comes to America at this time exclusively to place before the 
Third Annual Session of the World's Salesmanship Congress his observations of how English 
business has solved the above questions that are to be discussed. What concerns the whole 
United States is the way Great Britain has gone about this job; the things she is doing and 
how they may be duplicated over here. England is not bent upon Economic Destruction, but 
upon setting up Economic Security for herself and her dominions. 

President Wilson personally inaugurated and endorsed the first session of the World’s Salesmanship Congress, at 


Detroit, July 9th, 1916, which was attended by more than 
three thousand of America’s leading business executives. 





JupGce 4-13-18 


RESERVATION COUPON 


—_—______—To be sent promptly 
To D. M. BARRETT, Director, World’s Sales- 
manship Congress, Detroit, Michigan. 


Charles M. Schwab inaugurated the second annual session of 
the World's Salesmanship Congress, June 10th, 1917, at which 
over one hundred lectures on salesmanship topics were delivered. 


It is specifically emphasized that the attendance is desired at 
this session of those executives whose opinions in their par- 
ticular field may be worth while presenting to the entire body 
of the Congress. What the Congress decides in respect to 
these problems is awaited by American Business men for their 
guidance. The function of the “World's Salesmanship 
Congress” is the “Betterment of Business through the Better- 
ment of Salesmanship,” and its Annual Session this year will 
be intensely patriotic and timely. At each of the preceding) 
Annual Sessions late arrivals obtained scant accommodations. 
Insure comfort by a reservation now. 


Enter the following name for seat reservation 
during the Third Annual Session of the World's 
Salesmanship Congress, April 24, 25, 26, 27, 1918. 


lf Hotel reservation is desired note this on back of Coupon. 
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se 
A Valuable Tip 


UDGE was one of the three 
J most popular publications in the | 
camps in a list including all the 
leading magazines 
“The happy medium,” Judge, furnishes 
welcome relaxation for war-strung nerves. 


Stick a Ic stamp on the cover of this issue, 
according to postmaster Burleson’s advice,and 
drop in the mail; the Government will send 
it to soldiers or sailors at the front. Do this 











every week, and you’ll make life that much 
cheerier for the men in camp and “over there.” 

Or send us a dollar and a soldier’s or 
sailor’s name and address — either at camp 
or at the front—and we’ll send him the next 
13 issues. Address 


Judge, 225 Fifth Avenue, NewYorkCity | 


a 








————___ 
=—_= 








Composite Popular Ballad 
Written After a Surfeit of “Popular” Songs 
By Water G. Doty 


AR away in old Montana 
Or Kentucky or some state, 
There 1 met my darling Anna 
Or my Myrtle or my Kate; 
And she died or else we parted , 
In the gloaming long ago; 
And L wander broken-hearted— 
In the proper way, you know. 


Oh, she pined away, dear Carry, 
Adelaide or Molly Gray; 
Or she’s raising the Old Harry ’ 
In the city far away; 
And I never once suspected, 
Though her conduct was a crime; 
Or her stern old dad objected- 
All depending on the rhyme. 
CHORUS 
A vacant chair beside the grate where birds at eve- 
ning call. 
A movie actor’s picture with its face turned to the 
wall. 
A ruined home,united hearts, a deed that left a stain; 
And Marguerite is sleeping now away down South t 
in Maine. 





A Hoax 
“Ah, my little man, do you realize that you 
may be president some day?” asked the visitor. 
“Huh! Nuth’n’ to it but bunk!” replied | 
Skinny Simpson. ‘Paw says they promised 
that job to him more than forty years ago, but 
you notice he ain’t got it yet.” 


Movement of Troops f 

She (her head on his uniformed shoulder)— § 

You haven’t told me where you were last night! 

And you promised you’d keep nothing from 
me! 

He—I can’t tell you, dear. 

to reveal movement of troops. 


Against orders 














NEW HOTEL BINGHAM, Philadelphia 


In the center of everything. Large, well lighted and comfoft 
able rooms. Hot and cold running water in every room. ¥ y 
hotel having direct Subway connection with all railroad stations 











and ferries. Roof garden. Club breakfast. Special luncheo® 
Rooms without bath, $1.50; with bath, $2.00 per day and@ 


FRANK KIMBLE, Manager 
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April 13, 1918 


A Personal Appeal to All Judge Readers 








| American Library Association 


Library War Service 
Menoent Purnate "Clee. Maa 
LIBRARIAN OF CONGRESS JOSEPH L. WHEELER 
EXECUTIVE SECRETARY HEADQUARTERS bapeia 
Georce B. UTLEY THE LIBRARY OF CONGRESS DISBURSING OFFICER 


WILLIAM L. Brown 
WASHINGTON, D.C. 


March 19,1918. 


The Leslie-Judge Company, 
225 Fifth Avenue, 
New York,N.Y. 


Gentlemen: 


We are just in receipt of a communication signed 
by the Camp Librarians at Camps MacArthur, Logan, Bowie, 
Travis, Pike, and Doniphan, stating that there is in these 
camps a demand for "Judge," which is far in excess of the 
copies received through the Burleson "one-cent" privilege. 
It is very desirable that more copies of “Judge” reach them 
promptly from the original subscribers. On behalf of the 
thousands of reading men whom they represent, they ask us 
“in some emphatic way" to place this matter before your 
subscribers and see if it is possible to get more copies 
of this magazine into the post office under the Burleson 
Act. The need is urgent. 


There is an over-supply of some magazines, but 

| an under-supply of yours. We are of the opinion that this 
need of a supply exists at many other camps, and we therefore 
hasten to call this matter to your attention. 


Very truly yours, 


Qh © Wulby 


istant to the Director. 


WY 


JLY:EJW 











Here is the best possible way of “doing your bit” for the boys in camp. The 
above appeal tells its own story. It will be very little trouble for you to stick 
a one-cent stamp on the cover of this issue of “Judge” and drop it in the nearest 
letter-box. Do this every week, and you'll make life that much cheerier 


Don’t put it of—DO IT NOW! 


for the men in camp and “over there”. 
















O you, too, enjoy the refreshment of the pure, 
floating, oval cake? How freely it lathers— 
how agreeably it cleanses! Fairy soap adds real 
pleasure to toilet and bath. fiw « FAIRBANK company’ 





“Have you a Iiittle Fairy in vour home?” 








